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13   BILLION   DOLLARS 

The  United  States  Treasury  through  the 
Women's  Section  of  the  War  Saving  Staff 
is  calling  on  the  combined  efforts  of  the 
students  in  women's  colleges  to  promote 
extra  bond  and  stamp  buying  during  the 
Second  War  Loan  Drive. 

"College  women  today,  continuing  their 
education  in  a  world  at  war,  have  a  great 
responsibility  toward  the  men  forced  to 
leave  the  campus  for  the  battlefield,"  Miss 
Harriet  Elliott,  Associate  Field  Director 
of  the  Women's  Section,  War  Savings  Staff, 
points  out.  "It  doesn't  matter  how  little  you 
can  do,  do  the  most  you  can.  And  when 
the  men  you  have  helped  to  equip  have 
won  the  peace,  you  in  turn  will  have  per- 
sonal peace  because  you  have  sacrificed  and 
contributed.  Join  this  battle  of  dollars ;  help 
make  the  Second  War  Loan  Drive  a  fi- 
nancial  victory." 

Like  the  cast-off  nylon  stockings  that 
come  down  in  the  sky  as  parachutes,  spring 
sweater-and-skirt  money  will  turn  up  on 
the  fighting  fronts  as  field  packets,  mess 
kits  and  Marine  haversacks.  "Our  Amer- 
ican girls  are  not  by-standers  in  this  war," 
says  Miss  Elliott.  "During  this  Drive  their 
brothers  and  their  friends  in  the  armed 
forces  will  know  that  they  are  doing  their 
share." 

Gulf  Park  students  are  100%  for  this 
drive.  It  is  sponsored  by  "The  Service 
Daughters"  under  the  direct  supervision  of 
the  war  work  committee,  which  has  been 
functioning  continuously  throughout  the 
year.  The  next  issue  of  TAMMY  HOWL 
will  carry  the  complete  report  of  this 
Second  War  Loan  drive. 
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Marilyn  Myers,  fifteen-year-old  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Harold 
Q  H.  Myers  of  691  South  Monroe  Street,  Decatur,  Illinois.  Although 
this  is  but  her  third  year  of  high  school,  Marilyn  is  a  brilliant 
musician  receiving  high  recognition  for  her  piano  performance. 
This  is  her  second  year  of  study  under  Gulf  Park's  Prof.  Albert 
V.   Davies. 

Tammy  really  feels  psychic  over  Marilyn's  newest  honor.  Last 
year  we  ran  her  picture  over  the  following  announcement  and 
said  to  ourselves,  "We'll  have  big  news  within  a  year  in  this 
connection." 

Achieving  recognition  as  a  pianist  at  the  age  of   14 
years  is  the  distinction  belonging  to  our  own  Marilyn 
Myers  who  has  been  one  of  the  outstanding  members 
of  the  High  School  department  this  year. 
She  was  recently  selected  as  one  of  the  soloists   in 
next  year's  series  of  concerts  given  by  the  New  Orleans 
Symphony  orchestra.  Each  year  this  orchestra  gives  a 
number  of  Young  People's  Concerts.  Marilyn  was  se- 
lected by  judges  over  a  field  of  older  competitors  as 
one  of  four  worthy  of  this  honor.  She  is  a  student  of 
Mr.  Albert  V.  Davies. 
And  now  for  the  good  news  we  are  ready  to  break  to  Tammy's 
readers. 

On  Tuesday,  March  23,  Marilyn  made  her  initial  appearance  as 
soloist  with  the  New  Orleans  Symphony  Orchestra  at  one  of  the 
regular  evening  concerts.  She  played  Bethoven's  "Concerto  No.  1 
in  C  Major"  under  the  baton  of  Mr.  Ole  Windingstad.  She  was 
received  with  great  interest  and  enthusiasm,  the  high  quality 
of  her  work  eliciting  many  recalls  from  the  delighted  audience. 
Lavish  floral  gifts  went  to  her  across  the  footlights  as  she  ap- 
peared with  poise  and  dignity  for  her  encores.  She  felt  particular- 
ly happy  over  the  lovely  bouquet  sent  by  her  Gulf  Park  school 
mates  of  the   high  school   department. 

On  the  succeeding  three  days  Marilyn  played  at  the  afternoon 
Youth  Concerts  given  by  the  orchestra  at  various  auditoriums 
in  New  Orlenas,  receiving  each  time  the  same  spontaneous  ap- 
preciation as  on  her  opening  performance. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Myers  and  several  out-of-town  guests  were  present 
for  Marilyn's  initial  appearance.  In  honor  of  the  young  artist  her 
parents  entertained  after  the  concert  at  a  dinner  party  at  the 
Roosevelt  Hotel.  Included  in  the  party  were  the  out-of-town 
friends  together  with  President  Cox,  Professor  Davies,  Miss  Lois 
Smith,  and  Mrs.  Throgmorton  who  had  driven  over  to  the  city 
to  enjoy  the  concert.  The  party  was  delightful  in  spirit  and  was 
in  accord  with  the  best  tradition  of  old  New  Orleans. 
Tammy  extends  congratulations  to  its  own  Marilyn  and  ventures 
to  hint  that  many  other  honors  will  come  to  her  through  the  years. 
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Whom  shall  we  name  as  our  Spirit  of  May, 
As  our  queen  of  fairest  renown, 
In  the  time  when  hawthorne  and  eglantine  blow 
To  weave  her  a  gay  sylvan  crown? 

How  shall   we  choose  her,   our  Queen   of  the   May? 
Shall    it  be  for  sweetness  of  face? 
Or  shall   it  be  also  for  beauty  of  soul, 
Which  is  ever  the  highest  grace? 

Shall   she  be   ready  with   joyous  friendship, 
Or  aloof  from  the  human   touch? 
Shall   she  have  sympathies  warm   and  bright 
Which  make  us  regard  her  too  much? 

Despite  all  questions,  the  answer  names  one 
By  majority  vote  of  the  school 
In    free   will    election    without   campaign 
Or  coercion  of  party   rule. 

She  comes  to  us  from  the  Volunteer  State, 
Where  Sam  Houston  started  his  fame, 
But  we  have  drafted  her   here  and  there 
With  responsiveness  always  the  same. 

She  was  made  president  of  Sigma  Psi, 
Vice-President  of  the  Senior  Class; 
And  when  we  wanted  a  Miss   Gulf   Park, 
We  couldn't  let  her  unnoticed  pass. 

She  has  taken  her  part  in  the  student  life 
On  committees,    in   sports,  on   the  stage; 
As  Kitty  Foyle  or  her  own  private  self 
Many  honors  have  been  her  wage. 

So  we   greet  our   good   friend,   Darryl   Wilson, 
From  the  proud  state  of  Tennessee 
And  offer  her  warmest  congratulations 
In  acclaiming  her  sovereignty. 
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Darryl  Wilson,  The  May  Queen 


May  Queen,  May  Queen 
Wondrously    beautiful 

May  Queen 
Homage  to  thee  we  pay 
As  we   crown   thee,   with 

hearts  glad  and  gay 
May  Queen,    May   Queen 
All   rejoice — 
Proclaim   thee  sovereign, 
Love's  own  choice. 
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The  May  Festival  Court 


Mary    Ross    Acree — daughter    of    Mr.    and    Mrs.    R.    M.    Acree,    Meridian, 
Mississippi. 

Marie  Cottingham — daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  C.  D.  Cottingham,   Hender- 
son,  Kentucky. 

Jackie    Garner — daughter    of    Mr.    and    Mrs.    John    H.    Garner,    Oneonta, 
Alabama. 

Inez  Hooge — daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Joseph  W.  Hocge,  Mobile,  Alabama. 

Virginia   Meiners — daughter  of  Mr.   and   Mrs.    Frank  X   Meiners,   Chicago, 
Illinois. 

Katherine    Runnels — daughter   of   Mr.    and    Mrs.    J.    A.    Runnels,    Atlanta, 
Georgia. 

Josephine  Schillig — daughter  of  Mrs.  Stephen  Schillig,  Leland,  Mississippi. 

Jean  Smith — daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.   R.  Clyde  Smith,  Lubbock,  Texas. 

Mary    D.    Stewart — daughter   of    Mr.    and    Mrs.    D.    D.    Stewart,    Pineville, 
Kentucky. 

June  Strom — daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.   Roy  M.  Strom,  Oak  Park,    Illinois. 

Lois  Watkins — daughter  of  Mrs.  Griffin  Watkins,  Alton,    Illinois. 

Jewel  Younger — daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  George  B.  Younger,  Alexandria, 
Louisiana. 
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TO  HONOR  ROLL  STUDENTS  FOR  THIRD  QUARTER 
Ending  April  3,   1943 


HONOR  ROLL   REQUIREMENTS 

To  be  eligible  for  the  Honor  Roll  a  student  must  have  at 
least  one  A  in  a  three-hour  or  one-unit  course,  and  no  grade 
below  B.  Her  average  must  be  midway  between  B  and  B 
plus.  (A  minimum  of  C  in  physical  education  and  B  in  de- 
portment is  allowed.)  The  student's  course  of  study  must 
be  the  equivalent  of  at  least  15  hours  or  3%  units,  includ- 
ing physical   education. 

A  student  whose  course  amounts  to  more  than  16  hours  or 
4'/4  units  may  be  eligible  for  the  Honor  Roll  if  she  meets 
the  requirements  in  16  hours  or  4!/4  units,  and  maintains 
an  average  of  C  in  any  additional  work  that  she  may  be 
taking. 

All  A's  for  Third  Quarter 

Adams,  Kathleen 
Goff,  Joy 

Murphy,   Myram 

Myers,   Marilyn 

Nusbaum,  Mary 
Stewart,  Mary  D. 


Adams,    Kathleen 
Anderson,  Shirley 
Brown,  Betty 
Campbell,  Ann 
Cartwright,  Virginia 
Colquitt,    Dorothy 
Cooke,    Nelwyn 
Cottingham,    Marie 
Cowan,    Roberta 
Culley,  Frances 
Dugan,   Leah 
Frazier,   Shirley  Ann 
Gill,    Barbara 
Goff,  Joy 
Harris,   Shirley 
Hazen,  Judith 


HONOR   ROLL  STUDENTS 

Hurley,    Jean 
Johnston,  Nola 
Katz,  Adele 
Kimmel,   Gloria 
Kingsberry,    Marian 
Kirk,   Virginia 
Lampton,  Anne 
McNair,    Diana 
McNair,   Mariana 
Murphy,   Myram 
Myers,   Marilyn 
Nusbaum,   Mary 
Parker,  Delia 
Ratcliffe,    Becky    Lee 
Rayburn,   Mildred 


Reed,  Barbara 
Rhodes,   Pokie 
Robinson,    Patsy 
Runyon,   Betty 
Sawyer,  Ordell 
Sayers,   Joan 
Schilling,    Ester    May 
Selby,    Margaret 
Sheets,    Robin 
Stewart,   Mary   D. 
Weatherly,  Alice 
Wilson,   Darryl 
Woolfolk,    Betty 
Woolfolk,    Peggy 
Yingling,  Martha  Louise 
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THE  RACE 

The  whistle  just  blew  and  the  race  begun 
Speed,   speed,   is   all  that   they  need. 
The  race  is  for  medals  and  not  just  for  fun 
Speed,   speed,   is   all  that   they  need. 

They're  off  in  a  flash ;  the  white  one's  ahead 
Speed,   speed,   is   all  that   they  need. 
He  is  the  favorite  and  always  has  led 
Speed,   speed,   is   all  that   they  need. 

The  curve  is  in  view  and  the  race  is  half 

done 
Speed,   speed,   is   all  that   they  need. 
From  all  sides  it's  close,  but  the  white  is 

the  one 
Speed,   speed,   is   all  that   they  need. 

The  last  lap  they  come,  furious  and  fast 

Speed,   speed,   is   all  that  they  need. 

The  horse  from  behind  has  approached  and 

has  passed 
Speed,   speed,   is   all  that  they  need. 

The  crowd  has  arisen;  it's  going  to  be  close 

Speed,   speed,   is   all  that   they  need. 

But  the  white  horse  recovers  and  wins  by 

a  noae. 
Speed,   speed,   is   all  that   they  need. 

— Myram  Murphy 


A  HARD  DAY'S  WORK 

Pull  up  the  blankets  and  cover  your  head, 
Work,   work,    all   we   do   is   work! 

Alarm  goes  off  and  you  jump  out  of  bed, 
Work,    work,    all   we   do   is    work! 

Sing  in  the  shower  and  run  down  the  stairs, 
Work,   work,    all   we   do   is   work! 

Think  of  the  boss  who  growls  like  bears, 
Work,   work,    all   we   do   is    work! 

Gulp  down  some  breakfast  and  run  out  the 
door; 

Work,   work,    all   we   do   is   work! 
Jump  in  the  car  and  hurry  some  more, 

Work,   work,    all   we   do   is   work! 

Rush  in  the  office  at  a  quarter  'til  ten, 
Work,   work,    all   we   do   is    work! 

Don't  know  how  you  do  it,  but  you're  late 
again, 

Work,   work,    all   we   do    is   work! 

Face  the  angry  boss,  the  day  has  begun 
Work,   work,   all   we   do   is    work! 

Eight  long  hours  'til  the  day  is  done, 
Work,    work,   all   we   do   is    work! 

— Leah  Dungan 


SUGAR  CANE  BOY 

Cut  that  cane  and  cut  it  short 

Swing,  boy,   swing! 
Bind   those   bails   and    bind    'em    tight 

Swing,  boy,   swing! 
Head  man  tough  and  raw  hands  tougher 

Swing,  boy,   swing! 
Bend  your  back  and  rack  your  bones 
Sun  is  hot  and  noon  day's  come 
Keep   your   gait,  you   steady   fellow. 

Swing,  boy,  swing. 

— Loyce  Levenson 

HAPPY  ARE  MEN  WHO  FOLLOW 
THE  SEA 

Blow  wind  blow,  and  heave  men  heave, 
Hoist  up  the  sails  as  cares  we  then  leave. 
The  sky  so  blue,  the  wind  so  free, 
And  happy  are  men  who  follow  the  sea. 

Yes,   happy   are  men  who   follow   the   sea, 
For  the  sea  is  their  Master  and  ever  will  be. 

The  wind  blows  high  and  in  the  sail  n'ere  a 

luff, 
We  answer  to  Skipper,  so  kind  and  yet  bluff, 
For    it's    "land    ahoy"    and    "home    again" 

with  glee 
And  happy  are  men  who  follow  the  sea. 

Yes  happy  are  men  who  follow  the  sea, 
For  the  sea  is  their  Master  and  ever  will  be. 

— Patricia  Land 


TRACK  THEM  DOWN 

Get  out  your  hounds  and  horses. 
We're  off  to  have  some  fun. 
The   hunting's    good  for   foxes. 
They'll  soon  be  on  the  run. 

They  may  be  old  as  Eyra 

Or  young  as  little  Wash 

But  track  them  down  and  bring  them 

Back  to  the  house,  by  gosh. 

We'll   chase   them   over   hill   and    dale, 
And  on  through  green-edged  field 
Until  the   sly  young  creatures  yet 
Will  know  that  they  must  yield. 

The  hunting's  good  for  foxes; 
Come  all,  you  young  and  old, 
And  then  we'll  have  a  party 
To  give  the  prize  of  gold. 

— Nan    Shields 


10 


&fie€iA& 


€W, 


BELL  AND  GONG 
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Believe  me  mister  when  I  say 
This  is  how  I  pass  my  day 
Ding  dong,   ding  dong,  my   life   is  run  by 
bell  and   gong. 


\ab 


SONG  OF  THE  WILDWOOD 

Sing  me  a  song  of  the  wildwood. 
Oh,  sing  it  to  me. 
Sing  me  a  song  of  the  wildwood, 
Ever  so  gently. 


We  wake  at  seven,  at  least  we  try 
And  crawl  from  bed  with  saddened  sigh 
Ding  dong,   ding  dong,  my   life   is  run  by 
bell  and   gong. 

We  are  a  mess  with  uncombed  hair 
We  think  we'll  die,  but  we  don't  care 
Ding  dong,   ding  dong,  my   life   is  run  by 
bell  and   gong. 

Each  day  they  wake  us  early,  and  send  us 

of  to  class 
I   think   I    hear    a   million  before   my    day 

does  pass, 
Ding  dong,   ding  dong,  my   life   is  run  by 

bell  and   gong. 

If  they  ask  you  what's  wrong  with  me 
I'll  tell  you,  Sir,  and  to  the   "T" 
Ding  dong,  ding  dong,  my  life   is  run  by 
bell  and   gong. 

— Rose  Merry  Lapidus 


Sing  that  song  of  solitude 
Away  from  worldly  trouble. 
Sing  that   song  of  placidness 
With  only  the  brook's  calm  bubble. 

For  I  am  going  back  there 
Where  the  trees  are  ever  green. 
For  I  am  going  back  there 
Where  only  God's  work  is  seen. 

To  sit  amongst  rocks 
Covered  with  cool,  wet  moss. 
To   sit  beside  the  bubbling  brook 
Where  no  man  is  boss. 

So,  sing  my  song  of  the  wildwood 
Oh,  sing  it  to  me 
Sing  me  a  song  of  the  wildwood 
Ever  so  gently. 

— Louise  Krug 


OH  DUNK  THE  DOUGH-NUT! 

All  the  crowd  in  the  little  cafe  were  hungry 

Oh  dunk  the  dough-nut! 

Oh  dunk  the  dough-nut! 
The  coffee  was  steaming-hot  and  black 

Oh  dunk  the  warm  sugary  dough-nut! 

Up  until  now  the  black  coffee  was  plenty 

Oh  dunk  the  dough-nut! 

Oh  dunk  the  dough-nut! 
But  now  the  soldiers  have  the  most 

Oh  dunk  the  warm  sugary  dough-nut! 

But  'tis  for  them  we  say 

Oh  dunk  the  dough-nut! 

Oh  dunk  the  dough-nut! 
And  they  cry  "Victory  for  all" 

Oh  dunk  the  warm  sugary  dough-nut! 

"Soon"  let  us  all  pray  "that  soldiers  and  all 
can  say" 

Oh  dunk  the  dough-nut! 

Oh  dunk  the  dough-nut! 

And  freedom  shall  be  ours  as  we 

Dunk  the  warm  sugary  dough-nut! 
— Katherine   Taylor 


STABLE   BOY'S    SONG 

Scrub  them  horses  clean,  my  fellows 

Stableboys  gotta  work  today. 

Shine  them  bright  as   stars,  my  fellows 

Stableboys  gotta  work  today. 

Give    them    right    good    food,    my    fellows 

Stableboys  gotta  work  today. 

The  boss  he  is  a  finicky  guy 

Stableboys  gotta  work  today. 

This  hoss  is  bound  for  the  races, 

Boss    says    he's    going   to    win   the   Derby, 

"Little  Black"  is  riding  on  him 

So    stableboys    work   all   day. 

A  hoss  has  got  to  shine  to  run 

Stableboys  gotta  work  today. 

Dixie's  got  its  horses  and  its  cotton 

Stableboys  gotta  work  today. 

But  Kentucky's  horse  has  this  race  won 

Stableboys  gotta  work  today. 

This  hoss  is  bound  for  the  races, 

Boss  says  he's  to  win  the  Derby. 

"Little  Black"  is  riding  on  him, 

So  stableboys  work  all  day. 

— Judy    Hazen 
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ART  STUDIO 


PARKIE  WEEK-ENDS 
AT  CAMP  BEAUBY 


"Seven  to  eight  tower  watch,"  thought 
Parkie  Gulfer,  "was  certainly  the  place  to 
reminisce  about  the  past  week  end."  A 
silver  sliver  of  a  moon — 'n  that  first  star. 
She  gazed  at  Jerry's  picture  in  her  locket 
and  smiled. 

Naturally  the  bus  was  late — what  with 
Hitler  and  Hirohito  riding  Bie  wheels 
(which  is  what  all  the  bus  companies  in- 
sist on  these  days,)  but  even  that  didn't 
deter  Parkie,  who,  having  gone  to  all  the 
trouble  of  procuring  the  regulation  "in- 
vitation, permission,  and  practically  three 
character  references"  was  zooming  up  to 
Camp  Beauby  for  a  week  end  with  her 
aunt  and  ultimately  with  Jerry.  Waiting 
really  didn't  bother  Parkie  at  all — her  last 
New  Orleans  excursion  had  netted  her  a 
simply  scrumptious  suit  calculated  to  be- 
dazzle any  young  "just  become  a"  lieutenant 
Parkie  surveyed  a  crisp  white  blouse.  Red 
and  white  polka  dots  tumbling  gaily  over 
her  hat  and  gloves  added  just  the  right 
"paprika-ish"  touch,  and  to  disturb  Jerry's 
proper  masculine  soul,  she  had  added  one 
of  the  definitely  new  bow  ties  (that  every- 
one looked  askance  at  on  the  cover  of  Life 
a  month  ago,  and  that  everyone  is  now 
rushing  pell-mell  to  buy.)  She  just  had  time 
to  give  herself  that  final  "pat  'n  poke" — 
and  settle  herself,  when  the  bus  arrived 
and  the  week  end  was   officially  begun. 

Jerry  was  waiting,  handsomer  than 
ever,  'n — just  Jerry — and  they  spent  dinner 
gazing  at  each  other  over  the  coffee  cups 
until  Parkie  had  to  zoom  over  and  dress 
for  the  Officers'  Dance.  No  old-fashioned 
net  and  lace  formals  for  a  Gulf  Park  girl, 
but  one  of  the  new  street  length  affairs 
in  a  heavenly  blue  summer  crepe  to  captivate 
the  hearts  of  Jerry's  "higher  in  command" 
— and  a  dream  of  a  hat  like  a  Rembrant 


painting — with  swirling  clouds  of  tulle  veil- 
ing. The  stag  line  was  staggered,  and  so 
was  Jerry. 

Sunday  morning — 'n  Spring — 'n  Church 
with  Jerry  (Aunt  Sally  having  conveniently 
overslept.)  Parkie  whirled  along  in  a  print 
bright  as  the  morning  itself,  with  pure 
white  accessories.  Then  Sunday  dinner,  and 
a   lazy   afternoon. 

Came  Sunday  night,  'n  the  beach  party, 
all  moonlight  'n  a  soft  breeze  'n  a  fire  on 
the  beach.  Moonlight  bathing  (in  a  daring 
two  piece  cotton  print  suit — definitely  pri- 
ority-ish.)  After  they'd  toasted  marshmal- 
lows  and  star-gazed,  Parkie  zipped  a  match- 
ing formal  skirt  over  her  bathing  suit  and 
donned  darling  carved  wooden  soled  shoes 
(non-rationed)  and  they  tore  into  the  club 
to  dance.  Someone's  rhumba  band  was  beat- 
ing out  rhythms,  but  they  took  time  off 
from  tangos,  long  enough  to  play  all  their 
favorite  pieces — like  "Always  in  My  Heart," 
and  "That  Old  Feeling"— 'n,  "As  Time  Goes 
By."  The  sort  of  night  G.  P.  C.  gals  dream 
about.  Custom  having  conquered,  Parkie 
checked  in  at  two,  and  bade  Jerry  "good- 
night." 

Time  flew  by  after  that  'n  first  thing 
she  knew  they  were  at  the  bus  again — 
this  time  looking  definitely  "woman-of-the- 
worldish"  in  a  soft  suit  of  that  new  'avea- 
tion  green" — tailored  as  a  zoot  suit,  with 
starched  pique  collar  and  a  huge  white 
pique  bag  'n  white  gloves — and  looking 
demure  as  a  Dutch  maiden  in  one  of  their 
own  caps  of  white  pique  (with  Jerry's  pre- 
sent, a  simply  "out  of  this  world"  Eisen- 
berg  clip   shimmering  on  her   lapel.) 

Good-byes — and  then — 

"Oops,"  a  plane,"  murmured  Parkie — as 
she  zoomed  over  to  report  it  to  New  Or- 
leans— and  banished  Jerry  to  the  back 
realms  of  her  mind  for  the  moment. 

Clothes  of  the  Future 

Several  weeks  ago  there  was  much  ex- 
citement in  the  Art  Studio  as  to  who  would 
be  winner  of  the  Prophecy  Contest.  The 
students  in  the  Costume  Design  class  were 
the  participants.  They  were  to  prophesy 
the  general  trend  of  clothes  to  be  worn 
in  the  future  by  women  of  America.  After 
much  controversy,  the  judges  picked  sev- 
eral winners.  Though  all  the  books  were 
indeed  worthy,  Shirley  Frazier  was  given 
first  prize,  a  Godey  French  Print.  Her 
book  was  ingeniously  clever,  showing  maps 
of  allied  countries  and  prophesying  that 
clothes  of  the  future  would  be  based  upon 
those  of  our  allies.  Second  and  third  prizes 
were  awarded  to  Jean  Hurly  and  Loretto 
O'Pizzi. 
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Gulf  Park  Musicians 
Busy  Here  and  There 

Inez  Hooge  and  Lucy  Ganier  gave  a 
short  program  of  piano  music  at  the  morn- 
ing assembly  on  March  3.  Inez  played  Liszt's 
"Soirees  de  Vienne"  and  Lucy  Played 
Chopin's   "Nocturne  in   G   Minor." 

At  the  morning  assembly  on  March  23, 
Helen  Templeton  and  Royce  Jeffery  gave 
a  short  program  for  the  students.  Helen 
played  the  brilliant  transcription  by  Bala- 
kireff  of  Glinka's  song  "The  Lark."  Royce 
played  one  of  Liszt's  "Polish  Songs"  and  a 
work  by  the  modern  English  composer  John 
Ireland,  entitled  "Ragamuffin"  from  the 
London  Sketches. 

On  Saturday,  April  3,  Mr.  Davies  went 
to  New  Orleans  to  act  as  one  of  the  judges 
for  the  annual  auditions  held  by  the  New 
Orleans  Symphony  Association.  From  the 
various  vocal  and  instrumental  contestants, 
soloists  are  selected  to  appear  during  the 
ensuing  season  at  the  Youth  Concerts  given 
by  the  orchestra. 


Old  Favorites  at  Chapel 

In  Chapel  on  March  16,  a  musical  pro- 
gram was  presented.  Mr.  Davies  introduced 
Lucy  Lee  Ganier  and  Inez  Hooge  who  each 
played  a  piano  solo.  The  Glee  Club  directed 
by  Miss  Bonnie  Murray  then  sang  a  group 
of  old  favorites  they  had  selected  for  the 
Keesler  Field  program.  Included  in  this 
group  were;  "Dixie,"  "Strawberry  Blonde," 
"Maggie,"  "The  Man  Who  Broke  the  Bank  at 
Monte  Carlo,"  "Daisey,"  "Drink  To  Me  Only 
With  Thine  Eyes,"  "Waltz,"  "In  the  Gloam- 
ing," "She  May  Have  Seen  Better  Days," 
"Little  Annie  Rooney,"  "Oh,  Suzanna,  "The 
Man  on  the  Flying  Trapeze,"  and  "Columbia 
the  Gem  of  the  Ocean." 


Dancers  and  Trio 
Entertain  Seabees 


On  Thursday  night,  the  U.  S.  Navy  bus 
arrived  in  the  pouring  rain  to  take  the 
dancers  and  trio  to  the  Base  for  a  practice 
rehearsal.  The  girls  worked  on  their  num- 
ber with  the  aid  of  the  band. 

Friday  night  the  same  bus  came  and 
took  two  loads.  The  program  started  on 
time  and  ran  through  on  schedule.  The 
boys  seemed  to  enjoy  it  immensely  and  the 
applause  was  deafening. 

The  master  of  ceremonies  was  good  al- 
though his  introductions  were  rather  un- 
usual. Two  boys  from  the  Base  sang  on  the 
program. 

After  it  was  over,  the  girls  went  over 
to  the  officer's  club  for  refreshments.  They 
had  a  room  aside  with  a  long  table  loaded 
with  sandwiches,  cakes,  and  cokes. 

The  "troop"  arrived  at  school  about 
12:30  a  tired  but  happy  group.  They  felt 
they  had  done  something  worthwhile  for 
"our  boys." 

Mr.   Cooke  Attends 
Managers    Meet 

From  Wednesday,  April  14  until  Mon- 
day, April  19,  Gulf  Park  limped  along 
without  its  busy,  and  most  beloved  guard- 
ian Mr.  Cooke.  He,  at  that  time,  attend- 
ed the  annual  meeting  of  the  Southern 
Association  of  University  and  College  Busi- 
ness Managers,  with  Vanderbilt  University 
as  host.  Mr.  Cooke,  as  past  president  of  the 
organization,  presided  at  breakfast,  Satur- 
day, April  17,  and  led  discussions  on  war- 
time problems  of  the  privately  owned  or 
church-controlled    college. 

The  meeting  was  well  attended  with 
seventy-two  schools  represented,  and  three 
speakers  from  Washington,  one  of  whom 
was  from  the  Office  of  Price  Administra- 
tion, one  from  the  Department  of  Educa- 
tion, and  one  from  the  Priorities  Board. 
These  three  explained  how  new  equipment 
might  be  bought  and  old  repaired  to  last 
for  the  duration. 

More  in  the  line  of  pleasure  were  the 
visits  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cooke  with  Corporal 
Rupert  H.  Cooke,  Jr.,  who  is  a  meteorology 
student  of  the  Army  Air  Corps  at  Vander- 
bilt University.  We  are  glad  he  is  doing 
exceptionally  well  in  this  difficult  work. 

Mr.  Cooke  returned  on  Monday  morning, 
well  satisfied  with  his  trip.  Welcome  home, 
Mr.  Cooke. 
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Marq  D.  Stewart  Attends 
Phi  Theta  Kappa  Meet 

Wednesday  morning.  April  24,  Mary 
D.  Stewart  set  out  for  Columbia,  Missouri 
to  attend  the  Phi  Theta  Kappa  executive 
board  meeting  to  be  held  at  Stephens  Col- 
lege. She  joined  Mrs.  Mosal,  the  National 
Secretary  and  Miss  Nan  Drew,  the  National 
Historian  at  Canton,  Mississippi.  In  St. 
Louis  thes^e  three  joined  the  editor  of  The 
Golden  Key,  Mrs.  Howland  and  the  National 
treasurer,  Miss  Jean  Woolfolk,  both  of 
Little  Rock,  Arkansas.  When  the  group 
reached  Columbia  they  were  met  by  the  Na- 
tional President,  Elbert  Stringer  of  Mober- 
ly,  Missouri  and  Mr.  Williams,  sponsor  of 
the  Phi  Theta  Kappa  Chapter  at  Blumfield, 
West  Virginia. 

The  first  official  meeting  was  that  of 
the  executives  council  held  on  the  mezzanine 
at  the  Daniel  Boone  Hotel.  This  meeting 
lasted  from  8:00  p.  m.  to  12:00  p.  m.  Thurs- 
day night.  During  this  time  resolutions,  by- 
laws and  general  business  were  decided  on 
to  be  brought  before  the  visiting  chapters 
the  following  day. 

At  9:00  Friday  morning  the  meeting 
opened  at  Stephens  with  Chapters  from 
William  Wood  College,  Christian  College, 
Wentworth  Military  Academy  and  the  host 
Chapter. 

During  the  morning,  the  reports  of  the 
National  officers  were  read  and  the  an- 
nual Chapter  reports  from  the  Chapters 
present.  The  visitors  at  noon  enjoyed 
lunch,  in  one  of  the  Stephen  College 
dining  rooms.  The  afternoon  meeting  was 
concerned  with  the  presentation  and  dis- 
cussion of  the  general  business  and  resolu- 
tions brought  up  the  previous  night.  The 
oficial  meeting  closed  at  4:30  Friday  after- 
noon. That  night  Mary  D.  Stewart  and  the 
National  President  were  extended  dinner 
invitations  by  the  Christian  College  Chapter 
which  they  accepted.  Mary  Stewart  than 
spent  the  night  at  Christian  College  and 
the  next  day  departed  to  St.  Louis  to  visit 
friends  at  Principia  College  until  time  to 
return  to  school. 

We  all  know  that  she  must  have  had 
a  very  successful  and  enjoyable  trip. 


THANKS   FOR  TAMMY 

Mary  Mather,  one  of  Tammy's  former 
sponsors,  is  at  Fort  Knox,  Kentucky.  She 
writes,  "Thanks  so  much,  Ida  Mae,  for  the 
TAMMY  which  you  sent  me.  I  did  enjoy 
it  very,  very  much  ...  in  fact  I  absolutely 
memorized  it  the  week  I  had  the  flu." 


Tri-Sorority  Dance 
Wows  the  Navq 

Ship  ahoy  and  heave  to  my  lads — 'tis 
the  Navy  at  Gulf  Park.  This  is  the  impres- 
sion any  stranger  would  have  had  the  night 
of  March  20. 

The  three  sororities — each  vowing  to  do 
its  best — decided  to  entertain  some  boys 
from  the  Gulfport  Naval  Base.  So  the 
debs  doned  their  duds  and  the  Navy  came. 
The  boys  not  knowing  quite  what  to  expect 
came  timidly  in  and  met  their  dates.  With 
the  G.  C.  M.  A.  orchestra  jiving  the  jazz  the 
dancing  began.. 

It  was  a  program  dance  of  twelve — 
each  with  an  encore.  The  girls  changed 
partners  for  each  dance  and  in  that  way 
everyone  met  and  danced  with  everyone 
else.  Even  Mrs.  Miller.  There  were  quite  a 
few  "jitterbugs" — the  most  at  one  time 
Gulf  Park  has  ever  seen. 

At  intermission  the  gals  and  gobs 
mingled  in  groups  talking,  munching  on 
cookies  and  sipping  punch.  The  rain  out- 
side made  a  lake  of  the  campus  so  there 
was  no  strolling  'neath  a  full  moon.  The 
minute  the  music  began  the  dancing  con- 
tinued. 

At  11:30  the  orchestra  tuned  out  their 
theme  song.  Gloom  covered  the  faces  for 
they  knew  it  was  the  last  number.  With 
the  first  strands  of  the  Star  Spangled  Ban- 
ner all  stood  at  attention  with  their  eyes 
on  the  United  States  flag  m  front  of  the 
auditorium.  From  the  comments  and  letters 
coming  back  to  Gulf  Park  it  can  be  truth- 
fully said  that  it  was  a  super  duper  dance. 

Thrilling  Surprise  Leads 
To  Huckleberry  Hill 

A  bunch  of  sleepy-eyed  girls  walked 
into  chapel  Wednesday  morning.  Dr.  Cox 
gravely  asked  for  a  vote :  would  they  rather 
go  to  school  or  go  fishing?  Sleep  was  for- 
gotten and  the  auditorium  became  alive.  A 
few  minutes  later  busses  full  of  laughing 
girls  headed  for  "Huck."  The  morning  was 
filled  with  boating,  baseball,  bridge,  and 
sun  bathing,  and  topped  off  with  delicious 
food.  Later  in  the  afternoon,  the  faculty 
turned  out  for  a  rip-roaring  volley  ball 
game  with  the  varsity  in  which  the  latter 
was  victorious.  After  a  wonderful  day,  two 
hundred  weary  but  happy  girls  made  their 
way  to  the  busses  and  to  school. 
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Some  soldiers  don't  have  to  go  by  GI 
rules,  do  they?  Lytton's  date  wears  Argyle 
sox. 

Hmm — who  was  that  good  looking  man 
I  saw  you  with  Sally? — pardon  me — it  was 
her  father.  Well,  he's  awfully  cute. 

Mrs.  Metz  showed  the  girls  a  GOOD 
time  in  New  Orleans. 

Did  you  all  see  the  blush  that  Jane's 
major  developed  the  night  of  the  Sigma  Psi 
dance  ? 

The  $64  question  from  Mrs.  Cox:  Why 
do  you  girls  sit  on  the  roof  when  all  these 
nice  young  men  are  around  wanting  dates? 

Dair's  wearing  his  fraternity  pin  on 
her  pajamas.  Hmm — this  modern  genera- 
tion! 

"But  Mama  Mac,  we  were  too  tired  to 
move  from  the  sun  parlor  to  our  rooms  so 
we  slept  there." 

Garner  and  her  fan  mail!   !   ! 

Have  you  heard  about  the  Major  and 
the   Meiner(s)  ?    Congratulations,    Ginny! 

If  you  see  Mary  D.  with  a  whole  new 
face  don't  worry.  The  old  one  probably 
peeled  off. 

Selb,  please  give  us  all  the  details  of 
this  robbery!  And  by  the  way — what  are 
potentialities  ? 

Could  Nez's  theme  song,  "Wonder  When 
My  Baby's  Comin'  Home,"  have  any  mean- 
ing? Not  much! 

Hey,  Mac,  why  don't  you  post  a  list — 
who  wants  to  date  George?  It  would  solve 
your  problem. 

Would  anybody  like  to  contribute  a 
First  Aid  kit  to  Love? 

Could  the  Nenon  and  Johnny  affair  be 
cooling  off?  We  haven't  heard  the  usual 
commotion  about  it. 

Rationed  or  not,  Smith  still  likes  tuna 
fish.  Psssst,  Smith,  I  dare  you ! 

Last  time  she  heard  from  him  he  was 
a  little  boy.  Today  he  is  a  man.  These  tele- 
phone calls  are  aging  aren't  they,  Katherine? 

We  could  sure  go  for  Andy's  father  but 
how  could  we  stand  the  competition  from 
her  mother? 


Tommie,  those  pictures  really  show 
your — shall    we    say — personality. 

Reggie,  we  know  the  Keesler  men  are 
attractive,  but  after  this  take  your  time — 
they'll  still  be  there  but  this  time  WALK 
OFF! 

Jane,  what's  Harry  going  to  think  about 
that  pin  you're  wearing?  I  don't  think  he's 
going  to  like  it  so  much. 

Ask  Branch  about  that  trip  home — that 
bald-headed  man  sho'  affected  her  eyes. 

Bunny,  you  must  be  losing  your  grip  to 
let  a  twelve  year  old  brat  beat  your  time. 

Johnnie,  Shaw  must  be  in  love — all  these 
telephone  calls  and  telegrams. 

Prudie — hats  off  to  you  gal — keep  losing 
that  weight. 

Hellow  Nancy — little  "J"  just — how  'bout 
that  Torchy? 

Mirror,  mirror  on  the  wall,  who's  the 
fairest  of  them  all — Ann? 

Jo  Van — what's  this  we  hear  about  your 
trip  to  New  Orleans — tut  tut ! 

Did  any  body  else  besides  Minnie  notice 
that  some  of  Jo's  beautiful  curly  locks  are 
"gone  with  the  wind."  How  we  hated  to 
see  you  cut  them  off  Jo — (ha  ha!) 

"Mac" — how  streamlined  your  figure 
has   been   getting   lately — could   it   be   that 

Gulf  Park  Seniors  watched  for  planes — 
but  that  ain't  all! 

Did  you  all  know  that  Senior  privileges 
have  gone  "across"  for  the  duration? 

Tommy,  did  you  ever  think  of  trying 
"Dr.  Poodledunk's  Special  Spray"  to  keep 
that  musty  smell  away? 

We  would  like  to  point  out  that  Selby 
no  longer  has  that  "five  o'clock  shadow." 

"Flossie"  Garner,  really  did  a  swell  job 
of  making  the  Camp  shows  a  success —  if 
you  also  are  one  of  her  fans,  letters  will 
reach  Flossie  if  addressed  to  "Lobster" 
Acree,    secretary. 

There  are  quite  a  few  clothes  down  in 
Room  14  that  need  pressing — could  you 
stop  around,  say  about  Monday,  Mim? 
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Bob  Davies  Pays  $1.50 
For  Two  Chocolate  Bars 

Dear  Dad: 

Next  month  and  the  month  following 
will  usher  in  some  hardships  for  me.  These 
two,  and  perhaps  three,  months  are  the 
summer  season  and  it's  something  to  con- 
tend with.  The  temperature  stays  above  the 
100  mark  even  throughout  the  nights  and 
during  the  days  soars  up  to  the  120's  in 
the  shade.  I'll  watch  my  diet  and  stay  out 
of  the  sun  whenever  possible  and  that's 
about  all  that's  necessary.  It  will  be  an 
unpleasant  change  from  the  ideal  weather 
we've  had  since  I've  been  over  here.  Day 
after  day  is  perfect  and  it's  so  unchanging 
that  we  don't  appreciate  it  properly.  For  a 
break  in  the  monotony,  we  officers  had  a 
dance  here  last  night.  For  partners  we  had 
to  draw  on  the  local  population  which  in- 
cluded nurses,  British  and  Anglo-Indian 
girls.  Mainly,  however,  it  was  just  a  "social" 
for  the  purpose  of  getting  the  British 
and  American  officers  together,  and  re- 
paying the  hospitality  of  the  U.  S.  business 
men  in  this  area.  The  latter  are  engaged  in 
running  factories  or  looking  after  Amer- 
ican interests  and  frequently  ask  American 
officers  to  their  home. 

There  are  numerous  small  things  worthy 
of  mention  but  not  important  enough  for 
an  entire  paragraph.  I'll  just  slap  them  in 
as  I  think  of  them  and  let  the  continuity 
of  the  letter  go.  Coca-Cola's  are  nonexistant 
here  and  the  next  time  you  hear  somebody 
gripe  because  they  can't  get  them  by  the 
case,  just  tell  them  we'll  pay  a  dollar  a 
bottle  for  them  over  here — if  we  could  get 
one.  Chocolate  is  almost  as  difficult  to  get 
but  I  did  'manage  to  get  two  bars  of  the 
bitter  stuff  for  $1.50.  I  hadn't  had  any  in 
so  long  that  it  was  worth  it.  The  two  bars 
would  sell  for  20  cents  in  the  States.  There 
are  times  when  I  get  rather  low  on  cig- 
arettes, but  I  haven't  yet  been  completely 
out.  When  I  see  my  stock  getting  low,  I 
smoke  English  cigarettes  as  a  supplement. 

I've  just  been  down  to  get  a  hair  cut 
and  it's  really  a  12-cent  experience.  Old 
fashioned  hand  cutter  and  straight  back 
chairs.  Instead  of  having  a  mirror  in  which 
to  watch  the  progress,  I  have  to  sit  and 
stare  at  a  highly  colored  picture.  Every 
time  I  get  a  hair  cut  I  take  about  five  min- 
utes at  first  to  have  a  "fire-side  chat"  with 
the  fellow.  If  I  don't  threaten  and  plead 
with  him,  he'll  only  leave  a  semi-circular 
hairy  dome  on  top. 

Most  of  the  stuff  for  sale  over  here  is 
very  cheap  providing  it  is  made  in  India. 


Goods  imported  from  China  are  also  reason- 
able but  manufactured  articles  from  Eng- 
land cost  about  twice  as  much  as  in 
Britain.  The  most  expensive  things  are 
those  made  in  the  United  States.  A  15-cent 
bottle  of  pickles  cost  $1.30,  a  10-cent  can  of 
salmon,  $1.50,  asparagus,  over  a  dollar  per 
can. 

Most  of  the  food  we  have  in  the  States 
has  it's  counter-part  over  here.  Generally 
it  has  a  slightly  different  taste  which  is 
marked  enough  to  warrant  some  slang  name. 
The  vegetables  are  always  good  and  we 
have  cauliflower,  carrots,  egg  plant  and 
potatoes  frequently.  Strangely  enough,  I've 
only  had  rice  once  since  I've  been  here. 

The  mistake  most  Americans  make  when 
living  over  here  is  in  buying  stuff  made  in 
the  States.  They  don't  want  to  eat  or  wear 
anything  made  in  India  simply  because  it's 
different.  Actually  a  person  can  live  like 
a  king  over  here  on  $100  a  month  if  he 
uses  native  goods  and  bargains  a  bit. 

Since  I've  been  here  I've  gotten  to  know 
a  British  1st  Lieutenant,  a  really  likeable 
fellow.  Recently  he  went  on  a  vacation  to 
a  resort  section  of  India,  and  brought  back 
a  knife  I  asked  him  to  get  for  me.  They 
sell  for  over  ten  dollars  around  here,  when 
it's  possible  to  get  them,  but  this  one  is 
superb  and  cost  about  a  third  as  much.  It's 
used  by  the  Gurkas  (phonetic  spelling) 
thus  it's  name,  "Gurka''  knife.  It's  about 
a  foot  long,  crooked  the  wrong  way  with 
the  heaviest  portion  of  the  blade  near  the 
tip.  The  small  handle  is  carved  ebony  and 
the  whole  affair  seems  to  have  been  ex- 
pressly designed  for  chopping  off  heads, 
legs,  or  what-have-you.  In  addition  to  this 
main  weapon  the  sheath  also  contains  eight 
small,  metal  implements  with  ebony  handles. 
Two  little  knives,  anger  chisel,  tweezers, 
and  three  other  things  that  look  like  pipe 
reamers.  I've  been  told  that  a  "Gurka," 
once  he's  unsheathed  his  knife,  cannot  re- 
place it  till  he's  drawn  blood  with  it.  This 
is  part  of  their  religion  and  they've  been 
seen  to  cut  themselves  intentionally  at 
times  when  frustrated  in  their  original 
purpose.  I  bought  it  for  decorative  purposes 
mainly  though,  and  it  should  look  good  in 
a  collection. 

There's  no  need  for  me  to  attempt  to 
describe  the  sound  of  Indian  music  be- 
cause it's  too  queer.  It's  oriental,  of  course, 
and  the  singing  is  something  like  a  chant. 
It's  not  uncommon  to  have  old  model  trucks 
pass  with  young,  grimy  native  girls  chant- 
ing in  unison  some  monotonous  musical 
phrase.  Only  the  girls  sing  and  they're 
usually  caste  workers,  maybe  just  four  or 
five   standing  behind   the   cab.  They   have 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Letters  To  Lucerne 
Outstanding  Success 


One  of  the  better  war  plays,  Letters  to 
Lucerne,  which  first  appeared  in  New  York 
last  season,  was  produced  at  Gulf  Park  Fri- 
day night,  April  16.  Judging  from  the  "ohs" 
and  "ahs"  of  the  audience  when  the  curtain 
opened  on  the  set — -a  drawing  room  in 
Madame  Rameau's  school  for  girls  in 
Lucerne,  Switzerland — we  believe  our  audi- 
ence was  in  the  mood  to  enjoy  this  play 
from  the  beginning. 

First,  we  want  to  thank  the  boys  from 
Gulfport  and  Keesler  Fields  for  helping  us 
to  put  on  a  real  production.  In  fact,  "one 
of  the  best  amateur  productions  we've  ever 
seen,"  according  to  both  faculty  and  visit- 
ing patrons. 

Each  member  of  the  cast  is  to  be  con- 
gratulated for  a  sincere  and  convincing 
characterization.  The  cast,  crews,  and  di- 
rectors gave  us  a  good  production. 

A  perfect  finale  to  the  evening's  per- 
formance was  the  reception  given  by  Dr. 
and  Mrs.  Cox  in  the  workshop.  Delicious  re- 
freshments were  served,  and  impromptu 
entertainment  was  furnished  by  Rufus 
Smith,  Keesler  Field  barytone,  and  our.  own 
Jackie   Garner. 

THE  CAST 

Olga    Kirinske    Ann    Campbell 

Gustav Sergeant  Harry  White 

Erna  Schmidt Betty  June  Behney 

Gretchen   Linder   Joan   Sayers 

Hans  Schmidt Anthony  H.  Battista 

Margarethe Mary  Helen   McMakin 

Mrs.  Hunter Betty  Weill 

Bingo    Hill    Barbara    Torrance 

Felice  Renoir Marion  Cuzalina 

Sally   Jackson    Delia   Parker 

Marion  Curwood Jo  Ann  Westervelt 

Koppler   Sergeant   Forrest  Newman 


Station  COX  Clever 
Chapel  Innovation 


Station  C.  0.  X.,  sponsored  by  Miss 
Connie  Clough's  speech  classes,  broadcast 
from  behind  the  curtains  in  chapel,  April 
9.  It  was  like  a  game  for  the  audience  to 
listen  to  the  voices  booming  over  the  micro- 
phone and  to  try  to  identify  the  owner  of 
each  voice.  Gene  Freeland  came  first  on 
the  program  as  the  announcer.  Her  station 
identification  and  introduction  were  follow- 
ed by  a  commercial  by  Lou  jean  Arentsen 
and  Catherine  Fewell,  a  letter  to  Robert 
Browning  read  by  Joy  Goff,  a  children's 
story  by  Margaret  Guthrie,  a  Hollywood  in- 
terview by  Rose  Nell  Haynes,  a  continued 
story  called  "Thoroughbred"  by  Jackie 
Garner,  and  a  dramatic  monologue  by  Anne 
Campbell. 

Next  came  a  group  of  short  character 
sketches:  a  little  girl  by  Jackie  Reid; 
a  cockney  girl  by  Gene  Freeland;  an 
old  woman  by  Margaret  Guthrie;  and  Pop- 
eye,  portrayed  by  Jackie  Garner.  The 
studio  announcer  signed  off  then  and  sta- 
tion  C.   0.   X.   went   off  the   air. 


HI    SPEECH    CLASS   AT   CHAPEL 

The  high  school  speech  class  presented 
the  Chapel  program  for  March  24.  Ann 
Windam  was  announcer  and  introduced  the 
four  girls  who  gave  monologues.  Kathleen 
Adams  gave  "Brief  Candles ;"  Martha  Rick- 
etts,  "How  Gentlemen  are  Made;"  Rose 
Merry  Lapidus,  a  scene  from  "Dodsworth ;" 
Nancy  Young,  "The  Fresh  Air  Camp." 


Properties 


STAFF 

Costumes 


Betty  Ann  Lyons 

Joy   Goff 

Rosa  Nell  Haynes 


Inez  Hooge 
Virginia  Mitchell 
Anne  Windham 


Make  Up 
Darryl    Wilson  Mary  D.  Stewart 

Book  Holder 

Margaret  Guthrie 
Stage   Manager 
Margaret   Selby 

Technical  Director Roy  H.  Thompson 
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Left  to  right:  Jean  Smith,  Adele  Katz,  Dr.  Cox,  Martha 
Martin,  Mary  Nusbaum,  Joy  Goff,  Ordell  Sawyer,  Martha 
Lodwick — Bennie  is  serving. 
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T 


en-Minute 
ea 

Dr.  Cox,  Host 


When  Solomon  made  that 
blanket  statement  to  the  ef- 
fect that  there  is  no  new  thing 
under  the  sun,  he  had  not 
heard  of  President  Cox's  Ten- 
Minute  Teas.  On  the  face  of 
it,  a  modern  Solomon  would 
probably  assert  that  a  tea 
could  not  be  given  in  ten 
minutes.  But  it  can — ten  min- 
utes flat,  conversation,  can- 
dles, flowers,  refreshments, 
and  such  a  happy  time  that 
girls  leave  these  parties  starry- 
eyed. 

Several  days  in  advance  eacn 
girls  receives  a  formal  invita- 
tion indicating  the  exact  time 
she  will  be  received  in  Presi- 
dent Cox's  private  office. 
About  eight  girls  are  invited 
to  each  tea,  their  time  being 
determined  by  the  leisure 
hours  indicated  on  their  daily  programs.  President  Cox  re- 
ceives personally  at  the  door  of  his  private  office,  and,  be- 
lieve it  or  not,  knows  each  girl's  name  and  home  town  as 
well  as  something  of  her  particular  interests  and  achieve- 
ments at  Gulf  Park.  All  this  furnishes  ready  material  for 
animated  conversation  and  speeds  the  ten  minutes  along 
ail  too  rapidly,  especially  since  all  the  while  "Bennie"  in 
immaculate  waiter's  attire  is  serving  dainty  and  delicious 
refreshments  from  an  elegantly  appointed  table  whose  silver 
service,  china,  and  embroidered  napery  are  lighted  with 
candle  glow  and  accented  with  bowls  of  azaleas  from  Gulf 
Park's   gardens. 

Within  a  week  and  without  interrupting  other  duties  every 
student  in  school,  both  resident  and  day,  has  had  a  little 
social  chat  with  the  college  president  who  says  Ten-Minute 
Teas  are  annually  a  source  of  the  sincerest  pleasure  to  him. 
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PRACTICAL  ARTS 


Gifts,  Games,  Chatter 
Mark  Happq  Birthdaq 

Speaking  of  Georgia,  marriage  and 
school — Who  was?  The  girls  who  helped 
Miss  Ramsay  celebrate  her  birthday  were. 
For  on  April  6  a  few  years  ago,  our  own 
Miss  Ramsay  was  brought  into  this  world 
destined  to  bless  Gulf  Park  with  her 
knowledge  of  Home  Economics. 

In  Miss  Ramsay's  bedroom,  the  guests 
assembled  to  play  a  few  hands  of  bridge 
and  to  chat  about  all  the  things  that  guests 
usually  chat  about,  especially  Gulf  Park 
guests. 

The  heated  bridge  game  finally  ended 
with  Katherine  Runnels  as  the  glorious 
victor  and  Ginny  Meiners  as  the  vanquish- 
ed. The  prizes  were  lovely  handkerchiefs 
given  by  Miss  Ramsay.  After  the  game, 
the  guests  were  refreshed  with  cheese  and 
crackers,  potato  chips,  chocolate  cake,  and 
coffee.  Miss  Ramsay  showed  her  presents 
and  at  10:15  o'clock,  the  guests,  Jo  Van 
Anglen,  Margaret  Selby,  Boots  Denton, 
Ginny  Meiners,  Inez  Hooge,  Mary  Frances 
Regenold,  and  Katherine  Runnels  bade  their 
hostess  many  happy  returns  of  the  day  and 
returned  to  the  dorm  to  tell  the  other  girls 
about  the   lovely  party. 

SONG  OF  '43 

My  Jimmy  has  gone  far  over  the  sea 
My  Jimmy  who's  so  dear  to  me. 
But  I  don't  worry. 

My  Jimmy's  struggling  in  terrible  strife 
He's  struggling  to  guard  his  country's  life 
But  I  don't  worry. 

My  Jim  and  I  are  glad  to  give 
Our  lives  that  other  people  may  live. 
So  I  don't  worry. 

You  see,  we  have  each  other's  love 
And  we  have  faith  in  Him  above. 
So  I  don't  worry. 


Gulf  Park  Joins 
V-Garden  Brigade 


Gulf  Park  College  has  a  victory  garden, 
hoed,  planted,  tended,  and  weeded  by  the 
science  department  under  the  supervision 
of  Miss  Knoth.  The  plot  of  ground  set  aside 
for  this  project  is  on  the  back  west  campus 
to  the  left  of  the  art  building.  Its  "crop" 
includes  potatoes,  onions,  peas,  radishes, 
and  beans.  Members  of  the  classes  go  out 
in  free  periods  of  spare  time  and  work.  We 
hope  to  soon  have  some  home-grown  vege- 
tables on  the  tables  in  the  dining  room. 

The  botany  classes  have  another  pro- 
ject— field  trips.  Miss  Knoth  accompanies 
the  group  on  some  of  these  trips  and  points 
out  botanical  species  of  interest  and  re- 
lationship to  the  classwork.  The  students 
take  notes,  later  condensed  and  recorded 
on  a  chart.  Smaller  groups  of  girls  in  their 
spare  time  go  on  independent  tours  and 
collect  species  of  wild  flowers  to  be  classi- 
fied and  pressed  for  a  notebook  to  be  turn- 
ed in  at  the  end  of  the  year. 


Delta  Chi   Dance 

On  Saturday  night,  April  17  about  eight, 
a  great  hustle-bustle  of  excitement  arose  in 
the  G.  P.  C.  auditorium.  Indeed,  it  was  an 
exciting  event — the  annual  Delta  Chi  dance. 

The  decorations  carried  out  an  "April 
Showers"  theme.  Behind  the  orchestra 
curved  a  high  rainbow  and  at  the  front  of 
the  stage  a  little  garden  miraculously  ap- 
peared. At  each  window  stood  a  pastel  um- 
brella surrounded  by  spring  flowers. 

Dainty  little  pink  and  green  cakes  re- 
freshed us  between  dances  and  disappeared 
rapidly  only  to  be  replaced- by  more.  A  huge 
punch  bowl  helped  quench  our  thirst.  For 
once  our  ravenous  appetites  were  satisfied. 

Delta  Chi  entertained  men  from  Gulf- 
port  Field  and  danced  to  the  ever-popular 
strains  of  Russ  Sessions'  Band.  The  dance 
began  in  the  usual  program  form  but  as 
more  stags  drifted  in,  the  plan  was  changed. 
Every  third  dance  was  a  no-break  and  the 
"in  betweens"  became  cut-ins.  This  provided 
variety  as  well  as  excitement.  Many  a  girl 
was  overheard  exclaining  that  this  was  a 
"wonderful   evening." 
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It  Could   Happen 
To  You — 


It  was  dark.  Not  the  soft  kind  of  dark- 
ness, but  a  harsh,  scheming  terrifying  black, 
relieved  only  by  faint  starlight  through  the 
window.  Not  a  sound  could  I  hear,  the  whole 
length  of  the  hall,  except  my  own  scraping 
breathing,  which  seemed  to  rouse  strange, 
scurring  shades.  Could  I  walk  silently  the 
gamut  of  those  waiting,  lurking  things?  I 
forced  myself  to  take  a  step,  then,  an- 
other. Like  rebels,  my  feet  seemed  to 
creep,  with  a  cunning  foreign  to  me,  around 
boards  that  might  creak — the  traps  set 
against  me  by  my  ghostly  enemies.  To  my 
nearly  paralyzed  brain  came  the  lightening 
thought  that  now  I  was  kin  to  those  patriots 
in  occupied  countries,  slipping  past  their 
Nazi  conquerors  to  victory  meetings.  Now, 
I  knew  how  their  tortured  ears  must  listen ; 
for  the  stirring  that  meant  discovery  and 
death.  Surely,  if  they  could  do  their  deeds 
in  the  dark  of  night,  I  could  go  on  to  that 
door  I  knew  was  at  the  opposite  end  of  the 
hall.  Almost  half-way  there  now.  Less  than 
half  to  go.  Perhaps,  if  I  strained  my  eyes 
I  could  see  the  door.  Did  I  hear  something? 
A  step  near  to  me?  Oh,  no — surely  not 
that !  Not  with  victory  so  near !  An  agoniz- 
ing moment  I  waited.  Waited.  Now  there 
was  no  sound.  I  stole  a  step  farther  and 
my  hands  touched  the  welcome  wood.  With 
a  sigh  of  relief,  I  paused.  Slowly,  gently, 
my  fingers  found  the  knob  and  turned  it 
gradually.  Trembling,  I  pressed  upon  the 
door.  Still,  black  silhouettes,  by  the  glow 
of  a  single  candle,  distorted.  On  the  wall, 
grotesque  figures.  Rustling,  the  figures  re- 
laxed, and  from  their  leader  came  the 
electrifying  whisper,  "Well,  shut  the  door, 
Stupe,  and  come  get  something  to  eat." 


a  n 


d 


you- 


nd 


you 


Somewhere,  a  Marine  is  leaning  against 
the  side  of  a  muddy,  steaming  hole,  his 
helmet  heavy — oh-  so  awfully  heavy — on 
his  weary  head.  One  bruised  hand  grips 
his  rifle,  while  the  other  reaches  inside  his 
pocket  to  feel  for  it.  Yes,  it's  still  there — 
that  letter  from  home.  For  an  instant  his 
burning,  blinded  eyes  see  past  the  dazzling 
tropic  light,  past  the  horror  about  him 
half-way  around  the  world.  Rested  by  their 
moment's  reprieve,  the  eyes  close.  But, 
though  the  heavy  helmet  rests  on  the  hole's 
edge,  and  the  cracked,  unfeeling  lips  grin, 
he  is  still  standing,  clutching  his  rifle,  on 
guard. 


The  sea  is  swelling  restlessly,  somewhere 
in  the  Pacific.  A  man  on  a  raft  can  see 
for  miles  when  he's  at  the  top  of  a  roll. 
Then  comes  the  agony  of  clinging  to  rotten, 
splintering  wood  with  fingers  bloody  and 
sore.  Down,  down,  the  little  raft  goes,  with 
a  sickening  speed — but,  no,  it  didnTt  go 
under  this  time.  Once  more  it  is  on  the  way 
up.  Once  more  the  man  can  see  the  green 
that  means  he  is  nearing  the  top.  Once 
more  the  surly  sea  shifts  its  weight  and 
the  raft  starts  down.  The  man  looks  around, 
straining,  until  the  walls,  now  of  deep,  dark 
blue  green  seem  about  to  close  in  on  him.  He 
turns  to  his  exhausted  companion  and  they 
smile  with  bloodshot  eyes,  grit  salt  teeth, 
and  clutch  the  brutal  boards  once  more.  The 
sea  knows  which  of  the  three  is  the  weaker. 


Delta  Alpha  Dance 

Good  evening,  sir.  How  are_you  this 
evening?  Mrs.  Cox,  this  is  Mr.  Schoutzski. 

Mr.  Schoutgi — Miss   Clough 

Mr.  Shoutkey — Mrs.  Schilling 

Mr.  Southqui — Miss  Runnels 

Mr.  Soutzfee— Miss  Smith 

Mr.  Scoutuee — Miss   McMakin 

Mr.  Soutree — Miss  Fountain 

Poor  man— his  name  isn't  as  it  used  to 
be,  his  arm  has  gone  to  sleep  and  his  knees 
are  shaking.  Oh,  but  that  isn't  all. 

Will  she  be  a  drip  or  will  she  be  his 
dream  girl?  Will  she  talk  his  other  arm  to 
sleep  or  will  she  use  the  Indian  language 
(you  know,  just  uh!  every  once  in  a  while)  ? 
Will  she  rub  that  G.  I.  shoe  polish  off  or 
will  he  feel  he  is  waltzing  on  a  cloud? 

Nevertheless,  under  the  worry  and 
hurry,  the  Delta  Alphas  brought  St.  Patrick 
to  life  again — even  the  snakes  were  jitter- 
bugging  on  March  13.  The  green  and  white 
streamers  waltzed  in  the  breeze  and  even 
the  ice  cubes  in  the  punch  were  doing  the 
conga  with  the  cookies  that  served  as  re- 
freshments. 

A  memorable  evening  it  was  as  most 
will  say.  Its  gayiety  and  fun  midst  a  warm 
spring  evening  with  her  hair  blown  back 
and  shadows  of  the  moon  on  his  face. 


21 


Observation   Tower 


Throughout  the  United  States  citizens 
are  organized  in  anticipation  of  the  remote 
possibility  that  enemy  airplanes  may  fly 
over  sections  of  the  United  States  and 
drop  bombs. 

In  keeping  with  this,  on  Tuesday,  March 
3,  the  Gulf  Park  College  A.  W.  S.  post 
was  officially  put  into  action.  The  first  pair 
of  observers,  Jewell  Younger  and  Lois  Wat- 
kins,  started  a  fine  tradition  of  alertness 
and  service  which  has  been  nearly  unani- 
mously continued  by  the  various  members 
of  the  Senior  Class  and  volunteers  from 
the  aviation  class.  The  purpose  of  the  post 
is  to  keep  the  report  center  informed  at  all 
times  of  the  number,  kind,  and  activities 
of  aircraft  in  the  vicinity.  Should  an  un- 
accounted-for plane  be  reported,  the  local 
Interceptor  Command  would  then  know  in 
a  very  short  time  and,  if  it  should  be  an 
enemy  craft,  investigate  it  before  any 
damage  could  be  done.  From  six  o'clock  in 
the  morning  until  eight-thirty  at  night  the 
Army  air  defenses  are  relying  on  these 
girls  to  report  accurately  and  quickly  the 
air  traffic  around  them.  This  is  a  tremen- 
dous responsibility,  and  we  think  the  girls 
deserve  a  great  deal  of  credit. 

The  first  official  inspection  came  on 
March  5,  when  Colonel  Brown  and  Mr. 
Liversedge  of  Pass  Christian  visited  the 
tower,  and  held  a  meeting  with  the  off-duty 
observers.  Several  confused  issues  were  clear- 
ed up  about  the  technique  of  phoning  re- 
ports, and  reporting  training  ships.  Mr. 
Liversedge  gave  us  some  interesting  details 
of  how  the  report  center  functions,  and  the 
meeting  was  adjourned. 


A  few  days  later  Mr.  Liversedge  present- 
ed the  A.W.S.  post  with  a  copy  of  "How  to 
Identify  American  and  Jap  Planes." 

The  next  inspection  was  made  by  a 
"contact  squad"  from  New  Orleans  on  Mon- 
day morning,  March  29.  Marie  Cottingham 
and  Shirley  Harris,  who  were  on  duty  at 
the  time,  phoned  in  several  reports  and 
Lt.  Ingram,  who  headed  the  squad,  showed 
them  how  to  add  specific  indentification  of 
a  plane  to  the  regular  report. 

The  latest  inspection  was  made  by  Lt. 
Nesbitt,  of  the  Third  Flight  Command. 
After  an  interesting  and  enlightening 
period  of  instruction  in  specific  recogni- 
tion of  planes,  Lt.  Nesbitt  told  us  that  we 
would  be  privileged  to  learn  many  more 
planes  by  means  of  slide  projection,  and 
that  we  would  be  tested  on  our  knowledge 
of  the  first  group  in  three  weeks'  time. 
Since  this  is  in  the  nature  of  an  experi- 
ment, we  hope  we  can  live  up  to  Lt.  Nes- 
bitt's  expectations. 

A  few  days  later  Mr  .Liversedge  pre- 
sented the  A.  W.  S  post  with  a  copy  of 
"How  to  Identify  American  and  Jap 
Planes." 

We  should  especially  like  to  add  a  word 
of  praise  to  the  girls  who  have  gone  up 
to  the  tower  at  six  o'clock.  Never  an  easy 
job,  it  is  still  more  difficult  to  get  up  so 
early  the  morning  after  exams,  or  a  dance, 
or  a  late  program  at  one  of  the  camps. 
So — three  cheers  for  you,  and  keep  up  the 
good   work. 
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ROLL  OF  HONOR 

After  lunch  of  Tuesday,  March  30,  the  "contact  squad,"  headed  by  Lt.  Ingram,  U.  S. 
Army  Signal  Corps,  awarded  armbands  to  the  girls  who  had  completed  twenty  hours 
service  in  the  Observation  Post,  and  to  Dr.  Cox.  The  armbands,  deep  blue  with  enor- 
mous gold  wings  and  a  silver  disk  with  the  words  "U.  S.  Army  Air  Force  A.  W.  S. 
Observers,"  were  awarded  to  the  following  girls: 


Mary  Ross  Acree 
Ann  Allison 
Shirley  Anderson 
Margaret  Aylor 
Marguerite  Butler 
Marie   Cottingham 
Boots  Denton 
Gerry   George 
Jean  Hurley 
Royce  Jeffrey 
Libby  Kington 
Genevieve    Leake 
Betty  Ann  Lyons 


Miriam   Mire 
Shiela  Ann  Mitchell 
Virginia   Nenon 
Mary  Frances  Regenold 
Billie  Ritter 
Frances  Schaefer 
Mary  D.  Stewart 
Jean   Smith 
June  Strom 
Eleanor  Thomas 
Darryl    Wilson 
Lois   Watkins 
Jewell  Younger 


Col.  Brown  of  Pass  Christian  called  the  names  while  Lt.  Ingram  made  the  awards. 
On  Friday,  April  2,  Dr.  Cox  awarded  armbands  to  the  following  girls: 


Mary  Frances  Jemison 
Sue  Morency 
Virginia  Meiners 
Josephine  Van  Anglen 


Barbara  VanMeter 
Mary  Helen  McMakin 
Katherine  Runnels 
Josephine  Schillig 


Since  that  time,  the  following  girls  have  earned  bands: 


Jackie  Garner 
Lucy  Lee  Ganier 
Inez   Hooge 


Sadie  Saffel 
Margaret    Selby 
Robin    Sheets 


Congratulations ! 
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MADEMOISELLE 

The  Magazine  for  Smart  Young  Women 
ONE   EAST   57th   STREET — NEW   YORK — PLAZA    3-1030 

March   16,   1943 

Miss  Joan   Sayers 
Gulf  Park  College 
Gulfport,   Mississippi 
Dear  Joan: 

Many  thanks  for  your  excellent  trial  fashion  report,  snap- 
shot, et  al.  Your  application  for  College  Board  member- 
ship has  been  accepted,  and  we  ars  delighted  to  welcome 
you  to  the  fold. 

As  you  know,  Board  members  have  five  assignments 
and  so  far  have  completed  three.  The  fourth  on 3  has 
just  been  mailed.  We  are  wondering,  therefore,  whether 
you  would  care  to  start  out  with  the  fourth  one  and  com- 
plete your  record  nsxt  year,  meanwhile  competing  for 
August,  1944  Guest  Editorship.  But  if  you  are  keen  on 
trying  out  for  this  year's  August  Issue,  just  say  the 
word  and  we'll  forward  the  back  assignments,  which  you 
can  complete  any  time  within  tha  next  month.  You  would 
not  be  eligible  for  prizes  on  the  first  three,  but  would 
be  all  set  on  the  fourth  round. 

Do  let  us  know  just  what  your  preference  is  and  mean- 
while, we  shall  enclose  the  fourth  assignment. 

Do  know  how  happy  we  are  to  have  you  working  with 
us. 

Cordially, 

MADEMOISELLE 


DZ/s 


Dorothea  Zack 
College  Board  Editor 
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Seniors  Win 
Interclass  Tennis  Tourney 


The  interclass  Tennis  Tournament  which 
was  played  over  a  period  of  several  weeks 
came  to  a  close  on  Monday  morning,  April 
19.  The  singles  matches  created  much  ex- 
citement and  some  of  them  proved  to  be 
very  close  games.  Jo  Schillig,  Senior,  won 
the  final  set  from  Delia  Parker,  Junior, 
with  a  score  of   (7-5)    (5-7)    (6-3). 

The  finals  in  the  doubles  tournament 
were  played  between  Inez  Hooge  and  Jo 
Schilling,  Seniors,  and  Frances  Culley  and 
Katherine  Armstrong,  High  School.  The 
Senior  team  exhibited  skill  in  placement  and 
won  from  their  opponents,  thus  causing  His 
Majesty,  the  Goat,  to  be  awarded  to  the 
Seniors. 


(Continued  from  page  16) 
BOB    DAVIES 

pretty  fair  voices  as  a  rule;  they  carry 
over  the  sound  of  the  trucks  which  speaks 
well  for  their  volume.  I've  tried  to  find  out 
something  about  native  Indian  music  so 
I  could  make  my  letters  a  little  more  in- 
teresting for  you.  Music,,  as  we  know  it, 
is  about  like  bath  tubs  over  here;  only  in 
the  best  places.  I  haven't  been  in  a  posi- 
tion to  find  out  much  about  it  yet  but  I 
do  know  that  the  poorer  class  sing  ballads 
to  the  seasons.  They  like  the  summer  sea- 
|son  because  they  haven't  any  clothes  to 
keep  them  warm  in  the  winter  time.  So 
they  sing  to  the  summer.  Personally,  I 
don't  care  to  sing  to  anything  that's  120 
degrees. 

Keep  the  V-mail  coming,  old  thing. 

Love  and  cheerio, 

Bob 
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The  Murder  of  Lidice 
In  Dramatic  Presentation 

A  brief  cutting  from  The  Murder  of 
Lidice,  a  dramatic  verse  narrative  by  Edna 
St.  Vincent  Millay,  was  presented  by  Miss 
Evans  at  the  morning  assembly  on  Wed- 
nesday, March  3. 

Having  been  written  by  Miss  Millay  in 
response  to  a  request  from  the  Writers' 
War  Board  for  a  poem  to  perpetuate  the 
memory  of  the  Czechoslovakian  village 
which  was  brutally  leveled  to  the  ground 
by  German  agents  in  June,  1942,  the  radio 
version  of  The  Murder  of  Lidice  had  its 
successful  premier  over  the  N.  B.  C.  net- 
work on  October  19  with  a  distinguished 
cast,  including  Alexander  Woollcott  as 
Master  of  Ceremonies;  and  it  was  short 
waved  to  England  and  to  other  countries. 

The  poem  opens  as  the  First  Voice  ad- 
dresses "The  Martyred  Peoples  of  this  mad- 
dened planet"  and  the  second  voice  asks, 
"Shall  wrong  prevail?"  and  then  it  pro- 
ceeds as  the  Teller  of  the  Tale,  who  be- 
lieves that  wrong  will  not  prevail  for  long, 
tells  of  the  settlement  of  the  happy  pas- 
toral village  on  the  fair  Danubian  plain. 
Then  the  story  further  unfolds  as  a  typical, 
peaceful,  industrious,  closely-knit  family  is 
presented,  each  member  of  the  family  speak- 
ing for  himself  or  herself  until  the  murder- 
ers have  appeared  to  annihilate  both  village 
and  villagers  because  of  an  unconfirmed 
suspicion  that  the  killers  of  Heydrick.  the 
hangman,  had  found  temporary  sanctuary 
there.  The  intensely  dramatic  narrative  con- 
cludes with  the  Dead  of  Lidice  calling  to 
Good  People,  all,  to  Careless  America  croon- 
ing a  tune,  to  catch  and  stop  the  thief  lest 
America  should  suffer  the  fate  of  Lidice. 

The  audience  reaction  to  Miss  Evans' 
partial  presentation  of  the  Millay  poem  in- 
dicated that  the  students  were  impressed 
with  the  terrible  significance  and  implica- 
tions of  the  odd-sounding  word  Lidice. 


THE   POST-WAR   WORLD 

On  Tuesday  morning,  April  6,  Mrs. 
Hardy's  Social  Science  department  present- 
ed Betty  Brown  and  Mary  Nusbaum  at  as- 
sembly in  a  discussion  of  the  political  and 
economic  foundations  of  the  post-war  world. 
Both  speakers  stressed  the  thought  that  a 
spiritual  awakening  must  precede  any  ma- 
terial world  reorganization,  and  that  the 
profit  motive  in  economic  reconstruction 
must  be  a  gradually  disappearing  factor. 
The  young  students  showed  intensive  prepa- 
ration, and  they  handled  their  topics  in  a 
manner  that  would  have  done  credit  to 
older,  more  experienced  speakers. 


Paul  MacFarland 
Talks  About  Puppets 

Paul  MacFarland,  formerly  a  professor 
at  Wayne  University  in  Detroit  and  now 
in  the  Army  stationed  at  Keesler  Field, 
entertained  the  Gulf  Park  College  students 
Friday  night,  February  26,  with  a  talk  on 
puppets. 

Mr.  MacFarland  told  us  a  short  history 
about  puppets,  and  told  us  how  we  could 
make  our  own  puppets.  Having  toured 
through  Europe  with  his  own  show,  he 
told  us  of  his  experiences  with  puppets  in 
other  countries. 

"Joe,"  Mr.  MacFarland's  puppet,  per- 
formed for  us.  "Joe"  did  a  dance  and  his 
actions  were  explained.  Questions  were  ask- 
ed at  the  conclusion  of  this  program. 

Second  Semester 
Brings  24  New  Faces 

A  new  record  has  been  made  in  the 
number  of  students  entering  Gulf  Park 
College  at  the  beginning  of  the  second  se- 
mester. A  round  two  dozen  new  faces  have 
made  their  appearance  on  the  campus  since 
January  13. 

Entered   January   13 

Castle,   Joanne — Evanston,   Illinois 
Davis,   Adair— Springhill,   Alabama 
Herrick,  Joan — Dearborn,  Michigan 
Kraft,  Betty  Lee— Norman,   Oklahoma 
McMillan,  Bettye — Gloster,  Mississippi 
Van  Meter,  Barbara — Chicago,  Illinois 
Windham,  Anne — Tyler,  Texas 

Entered  Second  Semester 

Arentsen,  Loujean — Chicago,  Illinois 
Belcher,   Mary — Birmingham,   Alabama 
Butler,    Bonnibel — Beaumont,    Texas 
Colquitt,  Dorothy — Bessemer,  Alabama 
Cronin,  Elizabeth  Ann —  Elgin  Field,  Fla. 
Culley,     Frances — Jackson,      Mississippi 
Gill,  Barbara — Wichita,  Kansas 
Kendrick,  Maxine — Enid,  Oklahoma 
Kingsbery,    Marian — Austin,    Texas 
Redding,  Betty  Lou — Pensacola,  Florida 
Shields,  Frances — Lake  Bluff,  Illinois 
Sibbitt,  Naomi — Hyannis,  Nebraska 
Yingling,  Martha  Lou — Wichita,  Kansas 
Yingling,  Mary  Pat — Wichita,  Kansas 

New  Day  Students  Second  Semester 

Cahoon,  Lula  Jane — Long  Beach,  Miss. 
Cooke,  Nelwyn — Long  Beach,  Mississippi 
Rosenblatt,  Adele — Long  Beach,  Miss. 
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Seniors  Are  Victors 
In  Basketball  Finals 


(To  the  Seniors  goes  the  Goat.)  The 
Basket  Ball  Tournament  of  1943  was  play- 
ed on  March  29,  30,  and  31.  Plenty  of  pep 
was  shown  as  the  Seniors  played  the  High 
School  in  the  first  game  on  Monday  morn- 
ing. It  was  a  hard  fought  game  and  much 
more  exciting  than  the  final  score  would 
indicate.  The  Seniors  won  18  to  11. 

The  High  School  met  the  Juniors  in 
the  second  game  with  a  determination  to 
win  so  that  they  could  get  retaliation 
against  the  Seniors  in  the  finals.  The  first 
score  was  made  by  the  High  School  and 
the  game  was  "tit  for  tat,"  all  the  way 
through.  The  final  score  was  13  to  12  in 
favor  of  the  Juniors. 

The  Juniors  played  the  Seniors  in  the 
final  game  and  if  scores  indicate  anything, 
it  was  a  fast  moving  game.  The  spectators 
had  the  excitement  they  had  been  looking 
for.  Throughout  the  game,  first  one  team 
would  lead  and  then  the  other.  When  the 
timer's  whistle  ended  play,  the  score  stood 
14  to  13  for  the  Seniors.  The  Goat  was 
awarded  to  Miriam  Mire,  Senior  Captain, 
and  Jean  Smith,  Senior  Class  President. 

High  School  team:  Betty  Woolfolk 
(Capt.),  Pokie  Rhodes,  Patsy  Robinson,  Vir- 
ginia Lindholm,  Diana  McNair,  Lynn  Sha- 
piro, Marguerite  Duvall,  and  Frances  Culley. 

Junior  Team:  Marjorie  Lindsay  (Capt.), 
Betty  Metz,  Faye  Dunn,  Dorris  Cox,  Ordell 
Sawyer,  Marilyn  Fountain,  Betty  Weill,  and 
Martha  Lodwick. 

Senior  Team:  Miriam  Mire,  (Capt.), 
Inez  Hooge,  Gerry  George,  Mary  Frances 
Reginold,  Lois  Watkins,  and  Darryl  Wilson. 


MAX   KOERNER  VISITS  CAMPUS 

Private  Max  Koerner,  now  stationed  at 
Albuquerque,  New  Mexico,  was  a  campus 
visitor  early  in  April.  As  a  civilian,  when 
Max  exercised  his  journalistic  talents  in  the 
publishing  business,  he  was  largely  re- 
sponsible for  streamlining  TAMMY. 


MARDI  GRAS 

A    Colorful 
Pageant 


The  Court  of  Atheson  held  its  annual 
Mardi  Gras  Ball  on  Thursday  night,  March 
4,  in  the  auditorium.  After  the  Star 
Spangled  Banner,  the  crowd  quieted  at  the 
fanfare  of  trumpets,  indicating  that  the 
ball  was  about  to  begin.  The  curtain  open- 
ed to  show  the  most  noble  King  of  Mardi 
Gras,  Inez  Hooge,  seated  on  his  throne  and 
surrounded  by  the  six  Lords  of  the  Court: 
Jackie  Garner,  Eleanor  Thomas,  Faye  Dunn, 
Barbara  Van  Meter,  Marguerite  Butler, 
and  Ann  Allison.  The  Master  of  Ceremonies, 
Margaret  Selby,  announced  the  arrival  of 
the  six  lovely  Ladies  of  the  Court:  Mary 
Ross  Acree,  Marie  Cottingham,  Katherine 
Runnels,  Jean  Smith,  June  Strom  and 
Darryl  Wilson.  The  ushers,  Betty  Branch 
and  Virginia  Cartwright,  escorted  each  Lady 
to  her  waiting  Lord.  All  was  in  readiness 
for  the  Queen.  Then  a  fanfare  hailed  the 
entrance  of  the  Queen  of  the  Atheson 
Court.  Dressed  in  a  beautiful  gown,  silver 
train  and  crown,  carrying  American  Beauty 
roses,  the  Queen,  Mary  D.  Stewart,  entered. 
She  was  given  great  applause  as  she  passed 
down  the  room,  followed  by  her  two  pages, 
Dorris  Cox  and  Virginia  Kirk,  on  her  way 
to  her  King.  She  was  indeed  a  lovely  and 
gracious   Queen. 

After  the  King  and  Queen  were  seated 
on  their  throne,  the  entrance  of  the  mask- 
ers in  colorful  costume,  added  much  gaiety 
to  the  scene. 

The  Knights  and  Ladies  of  the  visiting 
Bit  and  Spur  Court  were  next  ushered  in 
to  strains  of  martial  music.  Under  an  arch- 
way of  crossed  lances  formed  by  the  Knights 
and  their  Ladies,  the  King,  Elsa  Jones,  and 
Queen,  Betty  Woolfolk,  and  their  pages, 
Sally  Cote  and  Patsy  Robinson,  marched  up 
to  pay  homage  to  the  King  and  Queen  of 
Mardi  Gras.  The  Knights  and  their  Ladies 
were:  Marianna  McNair  and  Maxine  Shel- 
don, Betty  Ann  Lyons  and  Betty  Redding, 
Virginia  Meiners  and  Billie  Ritter,  and 
Betty  Lee  Kraft  and  Betty  McMillan.  The 
King  of  Mardi  Gras  welcomed  and  crowned 
the  King  and  Queen  of  the  visiting  court 
of  the  Bit  and  Spur. 

A  special  dance  for  members  of  the 
Bit  and  Spur  court  was  announced  after 
the   coronation. 
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Left  to  right:  Dorris  Cox, 
page;  Inez  Hooge,  king;  Mary 
D.  Stewart,  queen;  Virginia 
Kirk,    page. 


The  visiting  court  being  seated  at  the 
opposite  end  of  the  hall,  the  newly  pledged 
members  of  the  Athletic  Association  were 
presented  by  the  Master  of  Ceremonies  to 
the  King,  to  be  welcomed  into  the  Associa- 
tion. 

Then  the  Master  of  Ceremonies  presented 
Mary  Ada  Strickland  in  a  solo  tap  dance. 
She  wore  a  costume  typical  of  deep  Texas 
and   impressed  everyone  with  her  skill. 

After  the  first  call-out  of  the  evening, 
the    second   number   of   entertainment    was 


presented.  A  Precision  Ballet  danced  by 
Delia  Parker,  Genevieve  Leake,  and  Bonnie 
Murray. 

Jackie  Garner  provided  entertainment 
between  the  second  and  third  call-outs  with 
several  songs   in  her  inimitable  way. 

The  ceremonies  of  the  evening  culmi- 
nated in  a  Grand  March  including  both 
Courts.  Then  the  guests  were  invited  to 
take  part  in  the  dancing  that  followed.  The 
evening  wound  up  with  much  gaiety  and 
fun. 


27 


ALUMNAE 


NEWS  OF  GRADUATES 

CLASS  OF  '27 

ISA  TAYLOR,  '27   (Mrs.  Edwin  L.  Alford) 

lives  at  Vallejo,  California,  1450  Louisiana 

Street. 

MARJORIE  PAYNE,  '27  (Mrs.  Orville 
Johnson)  has  moved  to  312  S.  Gunter, 
Vinita,  Oklahoma. 

CLASS  OF  '29 

BETH  KINNEBREW  is  Mrs.  A.  C.  Tatum 

of    Homer,    Louisiana.    Her   husband    is    in 

the    Medical    Corps    of    the    United    States 

Army. 

ALICE  FLORSHEIM  is  Mrs.  Dave  Silver- 
stein,  1515  N.  5th  Street,  Monroe,  Louis- 
iana. 

MILDRED  MECHERLE  is  Mrs.  K.  H.  Noll 
of  1407  E.  Washington  Street,  Bloomington, 
Illinois. 

CLASS  OF  '30 

JULIA  ORR,  formerly  of  Charlotte,  North 
Carolina,  is  now  Mrs.  L.  F.  LaBruce  of 
Georgetown,  South  Carolina. 

CLASS  OF  '31 

VIRGINIA  WILMS,  '31  (now  Mrs.  M.  W. 
Hagnauer)  lives  at  30  East  72nd  Street, 
New  York  City. 

SUSAN  BESS  KEMP,  '31  is  Mrs.  L.  L. 
Lewis,  3218  20th,  Lubbock,  Texas. 

CLASS  OF  '32 

YUKOLA  CARMAN  RANDOLPH,  '32,  now 

lives  at  918  Wall  Street,  Joplin,  Missouri, 
and  is  doing  private  nursing.  Her  seven 
year  old  son  is  attending  a  private  board- 
ing school,  but  comes  home  for  weekends 
and  holidays. 

CLASS  OF  '33 

AUDREY  EVANS,  who  is  Mrs.  Paul  Neal 
and  whose  husband  is  principal  of  the  Ne- 
ville High  School  of  Monroe,  Louisiana,  is 
taking  an  active  part  in  the  Little  Theatre 
of  Monroe  and  in  the  social  and  civic 
activities   of   that   city. 

HAPPY  TIDWELL  (Mrs.  W.  Vernon  La- 
Cour)  has  moved  to  Monroe,  Louisiana, 
from  southern  Louisiana.  She  is  busy  keep- 
ing house  and  rearing  a  two  year  old  son. 
Happy's  Monroe  address  is  1207  St.  John 
Street. 


CLASS    OF   '36 

NORMA  AUSTIN  (Mrs.  M.  E.  Crawford), 
whose  home  was  in  South  America  when 
she  attended  Gulf  Park,  is  now  enrolled  as 
an  "engineering  cadette"  at  Iowa  State 
College,  pursuing  a  custom-built,  ten-month 
engineering  training  program.  The  Curtiss- 
Wright  Corporation  is  providing  for  her 
tuition,  room  and  board,  and  a  small  salary ; 
and  at  the  completion  of  her  course  Norma 
will  become  a  member  of  their  engineer- 
ing  department   in   their  war   effort. 

CLASS  OF  '37 

MARJORIE  SCHMISSEUR,  '37  was  mar- 
ried last  May  to  Lieut.  Norman  Kreamer, 
and  they  live  at  700  Second  Avenue,  Yuma, 
Arizona. 

YVONNE    OLINDE,    '37    is    Mrs.    John    C. 
Miller,  Jr.,  of  Lubbock,  Texas. 
JOSEPHINE  WALLACE,  '25,  is  Mrs.  E.  H. 
Deaver  of  1116  Woodvale  Drive,  Nashville, 
Tennessee. 

LESLIE  MITCHELL,  '37,  is  living  at  7712 
Shirley   Drive,   Clayton,   Missouri. 

CLASS  OF  '38 

JANE  ENGLEHART  and  her  husband  are 
living  in  Bremerton,  Washington,  where  he 
is  assigned  to  the  Puget  Sound  Navy  Yards. 
He  is  a  dentist  and  is  in  the  Medical  Corps. 

CLASS  OF  '40 

ALICE  FREELS  was  married  in  Denison, 
Texas,  December  6,  to  Lieut.  C.  J.  Wheeler, 
Jr.,  a  1941  graduate  of  S.  M.  U.  They  are 
stationed  in  Chicago  where  Lieut.  Wheeler 
is  a  pilot  on  fighter  planes  for  the  Air 
Naval  Marines. 

MARY  MONTGOMERY,  who  married  Lieut. 
William  Alphonso  Watts,  Jr.,  on  January 
19,  is  living  in  San  Antonio,  Texas,  at  2123 
W.   Magnolia  Avenue. 

MIMI  PACE,  formerly  of  Albany,  Georgia, 
is  now  married  and  living  in  Monroe,  Louis- 
iana, where  her  husband  is  an  instructor  in 
the  Army  Aviation  Field. 

SHIRLEY  VAN  DOLAH  (Mrs.  W.  G.  Mol- 
lenkamp)  is  living  at  4853  Dixie  Drive, 
Pacific  Branch,  LaJolla,  California.  Her 
husband  is  on  foreign  duty. 

MAY  EARL  CARY,  '40,  is  divorced  and 
now  lives  at  2909  Arbor  Street,  Houston 
Texas. 
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ACTIVITIES 


SUE  HART,  '40,  is  in  Santa  Monica,  Cali- 
fornia, 330  California  Avenue. 

MARY  DELILAH  MORTON,  '40,  is  work- 
ing in  Oklahoma  City,  Oklahoma.  Her  ad- 
dress is  910  N.  W.  13th  Street. 

CLASS  OF  '41 

BETTY  SUE  KIENZLE,  formerly  of  Dan- 
ville, Illinois,  was  married  February  13  to 
Mr.  John  Earl  Lynch.  Mr.  Lynch  is  in 
medical  school  in  Indianapolis,  Indiana. 
Their  address  is  850  Pennsylvania,  Am- 
bassador Apartments,  Indianapolis,  Indiana. 

BETTY  JANE  McDANIEL,  '41,  is  Mrs. 
Hrold  H.  Hague.  Mail  can  be  addressed  to 
her  in  care  General  Delivery,  Walterboro, 
South   Carolina. 

BETTINA  McVAY'S  new  address  is  3777 
N.  Meridian  Street,  No.  405,  Indianapolis, 
Indiana. 

CLASS  OF  '42 

EVE  VAN  DELDEN  is  spending  the  year 

at  Brooklyn,  New  York,  taking  a  business 

course. 

MARIAN  HOOVER,  '42,  is  now  Mrs.  Win- 
ston S.  Garth,  Jr. ;  mail  will  reach  her  in 
care  Mr.  Charles  Bissell,  Suffield,  Con- 
necticut. Marian  visited  Gulf  Park  the 
middle  of  February. 

ENGAGEMENTS 

PATRICIA  KELLER  (1938-40)  engage- 
ment to  Mr.  Laurence  T.  Peifer,  son  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Edwin  T.  Peifer  of  Chicago, 
was  announced  recently.  Both  she  and  Mr. 
Peifer  are  students  at  Northwestern  Uni- 
versity. Following  his  graduation  Mr.  Peifer, 
a  member  of  the  Naval  Reserve,  will  begin 
his  training.  Pat  formerly  lived  in  Cincin- 
nati but  she  and  her  parents  now  reside 
in  Winnetka,  Illinois. 

The  engagement  of  MARY  KEENE  HOW- 
ARD, '40,  to  Mr.  John  Devereaux  High- 
tower,  III,  of  Gulfport,  Mississippi,  has 
been  announced.  Mr.  Hightower  was  form- 
erly an  instructor  in  the  Gulf  Coast  Mili- 
tary Academy  in  Gulfport,  but  he  is  now  in 
the  Naval  Training  School  at  Dartmouth 
College. 

ROBERTA  WARNER'S,  '40,  engagement  to 
Lieut.  Richard  K.  Dibble  was  announced  re- 
cently. 


On  March  14  ROSE  ANN  PEARSON'S  en- 
gagement to  Mr.  Vance  K.  Hobbs  of  Char- 
lotte, North  Carolina,  was  announced.  Rose 
Ann  attended  Gulf  Park  in  1941-42. 

Announcement  has  been  made  of  the  en- 
gagement of  LILY  BELLE  ANDERSON, 
'42,  to  Lieut,  (j.  g.)  E.  A.  McQuillan, 
United  States  Naval  Reserve,  son  of  Dr. 
and  Mrs.  E.  A.  McQuillan  of  St.  Louis, 
Missouri.  Lieut.  McQuillan  is  stationed  with 
the  Atlantic  fleet  air  detachment  out  of 
Norfolk,  Virginia. 

Recently  BARBARA  LAPORTE'S  engage- 
ment to  Lieut.  Laurence  Lauratis  was  an- 
nounced. The  wedding  date  has  not  been 
set. 

PEGGY  KENT'S  (1938-39)  engagement  to 
Ensign  John  I.  Albach,  United  States  Naval 
Reserve,  was  announced  on  Christmas  Day. 
Peggy  lives  at  No.  2  Glen  Forest,  Clayton, 
Missouri. 

SUZANNE  SCHMITZ'S  (1938-39)  engage- 
ment to  Richard  Roland  Wilhelm  was  also 
announced  on  Christmas  day. 

The  engagement  of  SUE  HEATH  (1941-42) 

to  Lieut.  Lynch  E.  Steiner  of  the  Marine 
Air  Corps  was  announced  recently.  They 
plan  to  marry  next  fall.  Lieut.  Steiner  is 
now  on  foreign  duty. 

On  January  3  BETTY  CRUMPTON's  en- 
gagement to  Lieut.  Henry  Alexander  Laugh- 
lin  of  Concord,  Massachusetts,  was  an- 
nouned.  They  will  reside  in  Selma,  Alabama, 
where  Lieut.  Laughlin  is  an  instructor  at 
Craig    Field. 

MARRIAGES 

ZENOBIA    (PUDS)     PRATT,     1937-40,    to 

Robert  Hewett  Harwood,  Jr.,  Lieutenant 
(j.  g..),  United  States  Navy,  on  April  4. 
Puds  and  her  husband  called  at  Gulf  Park 
on  their  honeymoon. 

YVONNE  JAMISON,  '38,  to  Ralph  Ben- 
son  Stewart,   January   15. 

WINNIE  WHITEHEAD,  1937-38,  to  Chris- 
tos  Edgar  Mikronis  of  the  United  States 
Navy,  on  February  13.  At  home  2389  Morn- 
ing Glory  Avenue,  Baton  Rouge,  Louisiana. 
PEGGY  KENT,  1938-39,  to  Ensign  John 
Ingram  Albach  in  New  York  City,  January 
30. 
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ALYCE  JEANNE  REED,  1938-39,  to  Cap- 
tain Boiling  Hall  Rawlinson,  November  23. 

BETTY  ANDRESS,  '39,  to  Lieut.  Edmund 
J.   Goscin,  February  27. 

ALTHEA  MIX,  1939-40,  to  Lt.  Herman 
Weiler  Leslie,   February   27. 

JUNE  OTJLEY,  1939-40,  to  Maynard  Boyd 
Cook.  Mr.  Cook  is  a  senior  in  the  Univers- 
ity's Dental  College  and  a  member  of  the 
Naval  Reserve. 

BETTY  SUE  KIENZLE,  '40,  to  John  Earl 
Lynch,  February  13.  At  home  Ambassador 
Apartments,  850  Pennsylvania  Avenue,  In- 
dianapolis, Indiana. 

MYLDRED  STEPHENS,  '40,  to  John  P. 
Hexter,  March  6.  At  home  3919  Tamm 
Avenue,  St.  Louis,  Missouri. 

PAT  MACDONALD  (1941-42)  to  Eugene 
Kervic  Lloyd,  Jr.,  at  Forest  Glen,  Mary- 
land. 

LILY  BELLE  ANDERSON,  '42  to  Lieut.  E. 
A.  McQuillan,  March  27. 

BOBBIE  FRYE,  '42,  to  Floyd  Bates  Watson, 
Jr.,  January  4. 

MARJORIE   SUDDERTH    (1939-41)    to  Lt. 

W.  R.  Monday  of  Amarillo,  Texas.  Lt.  Mon- 
day is  stationed  with  the  Army  Air  Forces 
at  Daniel  Field,   Augusta,   Georgia. 

ELIZABETH  GILLETTE,  '37,  to  Ensign 
Raymond  Kit  Carson,  December  5. 

DOROTHY  TUDURY  (1936-37)  of  Bay  St. 

Louis  to   Dan  Russell  of   Gulfport. 

FELICIE  JUNG,  '36,  to  Paul   Krueger  in 

New  Orleans,  Louisiana. 

RUTH  SCHONBERG,  '37  to  Ensign  William 
Joseph  Stewart,  January  13,  in  Covington, 
Louisiana. 

MELISS  WRIGHT  (1937-38)  to  Warren  K. 
Manning  on  December  5.  At  home  212  Fur- 
low   Street,  Americus,   Georgia. 

DOROTHY  HOLLMAN,  '39,  to  James  Moses, 
November  28,  East  St.  Louis,  Illinois. 

BONNIE  REDFIELD,  '39,  to  Louis  C. 
Swan,  on  December  6. 

SARAH  ELLEN  COLVERT,  '40,  to  Lieut. 
Edward  Everett  Dale,  Jr.,  December  19. 

MARTHA  BURNETT  (1939-40)  of  Biloxi, 
Mississippi,  to  Nick  Stuart,  December  22. 
At  home  the  Jefferson  Hotel,  St.  Louis, 
Missouri. 


MARJORIE      SUDDERTH      (1939-41)      to 

Lieut.  Rodgers  Monday,  February  10. 

KATHRYN     HUMPHREYS     (1939-40)     to 

William  J.  Lord,  Jr.,  December  26.  At  home 
139  North  Knoblock,  Stillwater,  Oklahoma. 

BETTY  McREYNOLDS,  '41,  to  Ensign  Jack 
Rhea  Rodgers,  January  16. 

MIRIAM  RIPPE,  '41,  to  Lieut.  Millard  Jay 
Jacobi,  November  26.  At  liome  326  West-' 
hampton  Avenue,  Danville,  Virginia. 

SALLY  PEETS,  '42,  to  Marion  Louis  Kais- 
er, December  26.  At  home  3718  Wheeler 
Street,  Houston,  Texas. 

RENA  NELSON,  '42,  to  Charles  H.  White, 
December   6. 

JOYCE  WATSON  (1941-42)  to  Jarrell 
Wayne  Bullis,  January  7. 

MARY  LOUISE  MURPHY,  '42,  to  Lieut. 
Sidney  Harper  Wright,  Jr.,  December  25. 

EXCERPTS    FROM    LETTERS 

This  is  the  time  of  year  we  all  envy 
the  fortune  of  those  in  the  Southland — not 
that  there  aren't  the  cooler  breezes  at 
times,  way  down  there,  but  there  are  things 
like  green  grass,  flowers,  and  sunshine — 
if  not  there  today,  perhaps  tomorrow.  And 
then,  very  shortly,  for  good  the  rest  of 
the  year.  I  always  remember  the  little  jon- 
quils blooming  along  the  board  walks  after 
Christmas,  and  the  roses  along  the  high- 
way. And  the  huge  pansy  beds  in  front  of 
Hardy — are  they  still  pansy  beds? 

Sometime  before  the  holidays  I  ran 
into  HELEN  MILLER  ROEDER,  '40,  and 

we  were  wondering  what  might  be  done 
about  the  Gulf  Park  Club  organized  in  St. 
Louis.  The  tea  last  June  was  a  lovely  affair 
— I  am  positive  everyone  enjoyed  it  im- 
mensely. It  was  certainly  good  to  see  you, 
Dr.  Cox.  Everyone  marveled  at  your  memory 
for  faces  and  names.  The  next  reunion  we 
hold,  however,  will  not  be  complete  unless 
both  the  Coxes  are  here — keep  that  in  mind, 
Mrs.  Cox! 

I  have  a  very  busy  teaching  schedule 
this  year — busier  than  ever  and  I  love  it. 
Then  I've  worked  in  a  few  things  like  First 
Aid  and  Home  Nursing. 

Please  let  me  know,  anything  at  all  I 
can  do — and  before  I  close,  may  I  thank 
you  for  all  the  Tammy  Howls,  and  the 
very  lovely  Christmas  cards  of  each  year. 

MARY  ANN  KRAFT,  '38 

434  N.  Harrison 
Kirkwood,  Mo. 
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You  can't  know  how  pleased  I  was  to 
receive  the  Christmas  issue  of  "Tammy." 
I  have  always  looked  forward  to  getting 
them  and  reading  of  the  activities.  I 
especially  enjoyed  knowing  about  Sing- 
Song.  I  believe  that  and  Torchbearers'  Ser- 
vice are  the  highlights  of  my  memories  of 
Gulf  Park. 

This  June  I  hope  to  receive  my  A.  B. 
from    Western    Kentucky    State    Teachers 
College.  I  have  majored  in  English  (through 
Miss  Evans'  influence)  and  minored  in  His- 
tory and  Chemistry.  However,  I  shall  always 
consider    my    real    college    days    were    the 
ones   I   spent   at   Gulf  Park.   Do   you   ever 
hear    from    Shir-ley     ("Van'',')  ?    Give    my 
fondest  regards  to  all  I  know  there. 
FRANCES  FISHER,  '41 
Scottsville  Road, 
Bowling  Green,  Kentucky 

While  the  nation  talks  about  balancing 
the  financial  budget,  I  should  plan  to  budget 
my  time.  I  sent  no  Christmas  cards  this 
year  and  planned  to  write  notes  instead  but 
somehow  Christmas  came  a  bit  too  soon 
and  I  found  most  of  my  notes  unwritten.  I 
hate  to  offer  an  alibi  but  I  found  the  last 
few  weeks  well  filled  by  rehearsals  for  a 
Christmas  pageant  at  the  church  which  I 
was   coaching. 

You  see,  I  am  still  leading  a  perfectly 
sane  life  in  the  town.  In  some  way,  I  seem 
to  have  little  time  to  myself  as  I  am  still 
president  of  the  LeRoy  Woman's  Club — 102 
members,  serve  on  the  D.  A.  R.  board  in 
Bloomington,  hold  office  in  the  County 
Ulini  Alumni  Club,  etc.  I  was  in  Washing- 
ton last  April  for  D.  A.  R.  Congress  again — 
attended  Easter  Service  at  the  National 
City  Christian  and  it  was  most  impressive. 
I  went  down  by  train  but  came  back  by 
plane.  Mother  and  I  had  a  lovely  trip  in 
October  to  New  York  through  New  Eng- 
land and  home  by  way  of  Canada. 

Mother  joins  me  in  wishing  you  both 
and  Aunt  Sue  a  year  full  of  joy  and  pros- 
perity and  loads  of  happiness. 

ELOISE  BONNETT,  (1927-28) 
LeRoy,  Illinois 

Dear  Mrs.  Cox: 

About  ten  minutes  ago  I  remarked  to 
my  husband  that  I  was  going  to  write  to 
you  for  a  Gulf  Park  catalog.  I  must  have 
had  a  dreamy  expression  because  he  re- 
plied, "Well,  you  may  get  around  to  asking 
for  a  catalog  but  from  the  gleam  in  your 
eyes  I'll  wager  it  is  going  to  be  a  gossipy 
letter."  And  so  it  is!  We  are  years  behind 
on  our  gossip  although  I  have  never  lost 
contact  with  G.  P.  C.  completely.  I  am  mar- 
ried to  a  civil  engineer  and  that  must  be 
akin  to  joining  the  Navy.  We  certainly 
cover  a  lot  of  territory. 


Two  years  ago  I  met  SALLY  FULCHER 
(Mrs.  B.  B.  Lewis),  Class  of  '30.  Her  hus- 
band and  mine  are  both  engineers  for  Du- 
Pont  and  were  on  the  same  job  in  New 
York  State.  We  are  very  fond  of  both  of 
them  and  Sally  and  I  had  a  grand  time 
recounting  Gulf  Park  experiences.  Last 
year  we  were  in  Memphis  and  ELIZABETH 
JOHNSON  (1922-23)  lives  there  while  her 
husband,  Major  McNutt,  is  in  service.  Eliza- 
beth was  away  until  shortly  before  I  left, 
so  our  contact  was  merely  by  telephone. 
But  we  made  good  use  of  that  time  and 
brought  each  other  up-to-date.  We  were  in 
West  Virginia  a  very  short  time  and  have 
just  moved  to  Knoxville.  Previously,  we 
had  lived  in  Birmingham  and  Tulsa  to  men- 
tion a  few  places,  so  you  see  we  do  travel. 

I  have  two  children — a  daughter,  fifteen, 
and  a  son,  sixteen.  The  boy  is  enrolled  in  a 
Kentucky  military  school  for  next  year  and 
we  have  given  some  consideration  to  plac- 
ing Joy  in  boarding  school,  although  she  is 
a  little  yojung.  I  wonder  if  you  have  had 
any  girls  in  Gulf  Park  whose  mothers  were 
there.  Gracious!  That  makes  me  feel  old! 

I  think  Joy  is  already  prepared  to  love 
you  as  I  did.  I  told  her  about  the  morning 
you  met  me  at  the  train  in  your  night  gown. 
I'll  bet  you  don't  remember  that.  I  stepped 
off  the  train  and  saw  you  sitting  in  the 
car  so  straight  and  dignified  with  a  beauti- 
ful black  hat  on.  I  opened  the  car  door 
and  there  you  sat  with  yards  and  yards  of 
pink  silk  nightgown  trailing  beneath  your 
coat.  I  suppose  it  is  those  endearing  little 
human  things  that  we  remember  best  and 
you  and  Dr.  Cox  were  both  so  human  and 
understanding.  Dr.  Cox  was  always  one 
jump  ahead  of  us — and  that  requires  ex- 
treme agility. 

I  think  I  could  write  forever,  but  I  had 
better  restrain  myself.  I  know  you  are  busy 
but  I  would  love  to  have  a  letter  from  you 
if  you  have  a  spare  moment.  I  would  like 
definite    information    on    the    girls    in    our 
suite.   I  know   about  ELIZABETH   JOHN- 
SON, but   where  are  GERTRUDE   OVER- 
HOLT  and  MILDRED  DERRYBERRY?  And 
where  is  "FLOPPY"  ADAMS— I  heard  she 
was  in  Columbus,  Ohio,  but  don't  know  her 
married  name  or  address.  Finally,  tell  me 
if  Tammy  has  any  descendents  at  GPC.  I 
must   not   ask   any   more   questions    or   I'll 
have  to  admit  my  husband  was  right.  We 
can't  do  too  much  of  that,  can  we? 
Most  sincerely, 
WALDINE   RINER    (1923) 
(Mrs.  J.  David  Wilson 
2225  Cherokee  Boulevard 
Knoxville,    Tennessee) 
Dear  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox: 

Through  the  Tammy  Howl  I  got  in  touch 
with  one  of  my  Gulf  Park  friends  that  I'd 
completely  lost  trace  of— JANET  GLEN— 
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and  to  think  she  is  a  Louisiana  neighbor  of 
mine.  We've  written  several  times. 

Another  bit  of  news — did  you  know  I 
had  a  son?  He  was  a  year  old  last  No- 
vember 7  and  is  a  "knock  out."  We  named 
him  Hoite  Cates  Caston  after  my  father. 
Some  day  I'll  bring  him  down  and  intro- 
duce him  to  you.  It  won't  be  many  years 
until  my  daughter  will  come  down  to  occupy 
that  room  that  was  reserved  for  her  in 
1931.  She  is  eleven  years  old  now. 

Affectionately, 

CATHERINE    CATES,    '25 

Mrs.  William  L.  Caston,  Jr. 
433  Georgia 
Bogalusa,  Louisiana) 

Dear  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox: 

Having  just  received  the  latest  edition 
of  TAMMY  HOWL  makes  me  realize  how 
very  negligent  I  have  been  about  writing. 
If  you  all  will  forgive  me  once  again  I 
will  continue  and  again  promfse  never  to 
let  it  happen  again. 

First  of  all  I  want  to  thank  you  for  my 
Christmas  card,  as  I  appreciate  you  think- 
ing of  me  especially  when  I  think  of  how 
very  many  children  you  have  to  remem- 
ber. My  thanks  come  from  the  bottom  of 
my  heart  even  though  they  are  a  couple  of 
months  late. 

Now  another  thank  you  is  for  TAMMY 
HOWL.  You  just  can't  realize  how  much 
enjoyment  they  mean  to  me.  This  last  edi- 
tion was  most  interesting  as  it  had  so  much 
news  about  the  girls  in  my  class.  And  of 
course  the  pictures  and  write  up  about  the 
Bit  and  Spur's  gymkhanna  were  most  inter- 
esting and  I  must  confess  I  am  going  to  try 
some  of  the  games  in  our  little  spring  horse 
show.  I  know  the  children  will  enjoy  them 
as  they  are  so  very  different  from  any- 
thing they  have  done.  I  am  still  assisting 
Miss  Burbank  with  the  riding  and  enjoy  it 
ever  so  much.  The  other  half  of  my  time 
is  taken  up  with  nursing  my  Dad,  who  is 
a  complete  invalid  now.  He  is  in  no  pain 
and  apparently  looks  the  picture  of  health 
but  can  do  nothing  for  himself.  I  am  sure 
if  it  wasn't  for  Dad  I  would  be  in  the 
WAVES  or  WAACS  but  with  him  so  help- 
less feel  I  am  needed  more  at  home.  So 
you  see  my  days  are  spent  between  riding 
and  nursing  and  it  is  surprising  how  fast 
the   time   flies. 

Thanking  you  both  again  for  my  Christ- 
mas   card    and    the    TAMMY    HOWL    and 

wishing   you   both   the  best   of   everything 
for  this  New  Year. 

Always  the  same, 

MARIE  SCHMALZRIED,  '27 

Memphis,  Tennessee 


Dear   Dr.    Cox : 

Thank  you  so  much  for  sending  me  the 
TAMMY  HOWL.  Wasn't  it  strange  that 
MAY  RICHTER  and  I  should  have  baby 
girls  on  the  same  day?  We  have  so  much 
fun  comparing  notes  on  the  advancement 
of  our  daughters  every  time  we  see  each 
other.  We  named  our  little  girl  Julie  Lynne, 
and  she  certainly  is  a  joy  and  pleasure  to 
us.  Her  grandparents  think  there  isn't  an- 
other child  like  her,  and  would  spoil  her 
completely  if  given  the  chance. 

It  was  so  nice  to  read  the  news  in  the 
TAMMY  HOWL,  and  to  learn  what  some 
of  my  old  classmates  were  doing.  I  always 
look  back  on  my  year  at  Gulf  Park  as  my 
happiest  school  year,  and  value  so  highly 
the  friendships  I  made  there.  I  just  hope 
that  some  day  Julie  may  also  be  a  Gulf 
Park  girl. 

I  hope  this  finds  you  and  Mama  Cox 
in  good  health.  Please  extend  my  best  wish- 
es to  her. 

Sincerely, 

BARBARA   BERRY    (1927-28) 

(Mrs.  William  E.  Palmer) 

Dear  Dr.  Cox: 

I  suppose  you  think  I  have  really  been 
neglecting  Gulf  Park  but  truly  the  school 
is  always  in  my  thoughts.  Everything  has 
been  happening  to  us  at  once  and  I  just 
haven't  had  a  chance  to  do  the  many  things 
I  would  like  to  do.  I  received  the  lovely 
Gulf  Park  Christmas  card  and  appreciated 
it  so  much.  My  husband  was  sick  all  dur- 
ing the  holidays  and  now  he  is  just  out 
of  bed  after  an  illness  of  two  weeks.  The 
Army  has  had  me  rather  upset  also  for 
Billy  goes  on  the  3rd  of  April. 

I  am  going  to  move  to  Mother's  while 
my  husband  is  in  the  Army.  It  is  so  hard 
to  have  to  break  up  but  this  is  a  time  we 
all  have  to  make  sacrifices.  I  am  returning 
to  the  Country  Club  pool  as  manager  this 
making  my  eighth  season  with  them.  This 
winter  I  am  going  to  try  and  find  an  office 
position.  Of  course  I'll  have  to  do  a  lot  of 
practicing  on  this  old  typewriter  before 
then,  so  please  wish  me  luck. 

I  certainly  hope  you  and  Mrs.  Cox  have 
been  well  and  that  this  school  season  has 
been  a  successful  one. 

Yours   truly, 

FRANCES   STACY    (1928-29) 

Mrs.   W.  H.   Wilkinson 

701  North  Colonial  Avenue 

Richmond,  Virginia 

Dearest  Mrs.  Cox: 

The  TAMMY  HOWL  arrived  the  other 
day,  after  a  long  absence,  and  not  only  has 
it   given   me  the   great   pleasure  it   always 
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does,  but  it  has  spurred  me  on  to  write  the 
letter  I  have  been  intending  to  write  to 
you  for  a  long  time.  This  was  the  first 
TAMMY  HOWL,  and  indeed  the  first  news 
I  have  had  from  Gulf  Park  for  many 
months.  We  moved  into  a  larger  apart- 
ment last  fall,  and  I  know  that  much  of 
our  mail  was  not  forwarded. 

Last  spring,  when  Dr»  Cox  gave  his 
lovely  luncheon  for  quite  a  few  of  us  old 
Gulf  Park  girls  here  in  New  York,  I 
thought  at  the  time,  "this  could  only  be 
lovelier  if  Mama  Cox  were  here,  too."  And 
I  fully  meant  to  sit  right  down  and  write 
to  you  then.  But,  alas,  I  never  did.  How  I 
enjoyed  seeing  Dr.  Cox  again  (and  he  did 
look  so  fine!)  and  what  a  pleasure  it  was 
being  with  several  of  the  girls  whom  I 
knew  and  hadn't  seen  for  years  and  years. 

Among  them,  I  think  that  I  enjoyed 
seeing  VIRGINIA  HORTENSTINE  CLARK 
(1927-30)  particularly.  And  little  did  we 
know  then  that  we  were  to  meet  again  ac- 
cidentally several  months  later,  with  excit- 
ing news  for  each  other.  But  I  shall  not 
keep  you  in  suspense.  We  met  in  our  doc- 
tor's reception  room  last  November,  a  few 
weeks  before  my  baby  was  born,  and  a  few 
months  before  hers!  On  December  4  I  had 
a  little  girl,  with  big,  deep  blue  eyes  and 
blonde  hair,  and  Gin  had  a  wee  boy  who  ar- 
rived just  a  week  ago.  I  have  just  finished 
talking  with  Gin  over  the  telephone.  She's 
having  a  wonderful  time  and  of  course  sends 
you  her  love.  She,  too,  is  up  at  Harkness 
Pavilion,  and  adores  the  place  as  much  as 
I  did.  However,  I  think  that  my  little  va- 
cation had  somewhat  of  an  edge  over  hers! 
Madame  Chiang  Kai-shek  was  occupying 
the  entire  wing  just  three  floors  above  my 
room,  and  although  it  was  supposed  to  be 
an  international  secret  at  the  time,  word 
got  around,  as  you  might  know!  F.  B.  I. 
men  and  policemen  guarding  entrances  and 
elevators,  and  famous  visitors  coming  and 
going,  made  for  an  air  of  even  greater  im- 
portance and  excitement  around  the  Pa- 
vilion. 

I  still  love  living  in  New  York  despite 
the  nightly  dim-out,  frequent  black-outs, 
stricter  rationing,  and  the  over-shadowing 
possibility  of  Max  being  drafted  any  day 
now.  Oh  Blessed  Day  when  this  terrible, 
tragic  war  is  ended.  And  when  peace  is 
finally  restored,  and  the  last  "All  Clear" 
signal  is  given,  we  hope  to  be  among  the 
first  to  travel  Europe-way,  and  spend  a 
summer  in  Switzerland  with  Max's  family. 
We  had  planned  to  go  there  on  our  wed- 
ding trip,  but  Hitler  intervened,  and  we 
went  to  White  Sulphur  Springs  instead! 

And  now,  wee  Margrit  is  hinting  that 
her    play-time    is    a    bit    over-due,    and    is 


warning  me  that  there  is  a  limit  to  her 
wonderful  patience!  My  kindest  regards  to 
Dr.  Cox,  and  always  my  dearest  love  to 
you. 

Affectionately, 

VIRGINIA  WILMS,  '31 

Mrs.  Max  W.  Hagnauer 
30  East  72nd  Street 
New   York,   New   York 

Dear  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox: 

Just  wanted  to  drop  your  a  note  and 
tell  you  we  have  a  new  daughter,  Jill,  born 
February  1.  A  black  haired,  dark  eyed  little 
vamp.  I  am  feeling  perfectly  splendid  and 
am  anxious  to  get  home  again.  Maybe  we 
will  be  doing  business  with  you  in  several 
years. 

Truly 

DOROTHY  LOCKE,  '37 

(Mrs.  G.  W.  Zeisler 
14719  Clifton  Boulevard 
Lakewood,   Ohio) 

Dear  Mr.  Cooke: 

Perhaps  I  should  have  written  directly 
to  the  office  in  regard  to  this  request  of 
mine;  but  I  did  so  want  to  say  "Hello"  to 
you  after  these  few  years,  which  seem  like 
so  very  many.  I  wonder  if  I  should  recognize 
my  beloved  Gulf  Park  were  I  to  visit  there 
again.  No  doubt  there  are  many  changes. 
I  understand  that  one  must  fight  one's  way 
through  millions  of  uniforms  to  even  get 
through  the  first  gate.  It  must  be  very 
gay,  and  I  know  that  present  conditions 
must  be  keeping  you  all  extremely  busy,  as 
most  of  us  are  these  days.  How  thankful 
I  am  that  I  have  those  peaceful  and  pleasant 
memories  of  life  there  on  the  Coast,  for 
when  this  fighting  world  of  ours  gets  too 
much  for  me  I  can  always  "trip"  off 
to  Inn-by-the-Sea  or  Ship  Island  or  Friend- 
ship Oak.  Thank  heavens  they  will  never 
be  able  to  ration  those  dreams  of  ours! 

In  view  of  the  fact  that  I  am  in  the 
process  of  applying  for  a  commission  in  the 
WAVES,  it  is  advisable  for  me  to  have 
ready  a  transcript  of  my  educational  record. 
I  am  so  hopeful  of  being  commissioned  and 
thus  proving  useful  in  the  Recreational 
Branch  of  the  service.  I  have  had  extensive 
teaching  experience  in  the  field  of  dancing 
in  the  past  three  years;  and  although  I  do 
hate  to  give  up  my  independent  work  I  do 
feel  that  I  can  truly  be  put  to  more  active 
use.  Do  give  my  very  best  regards  to  my 
friends  there  at  school,  especially  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  Cox,  and  to  you,  Mr.  Cooke,  best  wish- 
es always! 

BETTY  FERGUSON,  '39 

7"3  Pred  Street 
Conasset,  Massachusetts 
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Dear  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox: 

You  were  no  doubt  surprised  to  hear 
from  me  at  Iowa  State  and  I  am  still  some- 
what surprised  to  be  here.  In  December  I 
was  interviewed  by  a  Curtis  Wright  rep- 
resentative and  she  said  that  they  were 
choosing  800  co-eds  to  send  to  school  for 
ten  months,  and  then  they  will  employ  us 
at  one  of  their  plants  as  an  aeronautical  en- 
gineer. I  thought  I  would  like  it  so  I  de- 
cided to  try  it. 

Our  school  work  is  divided  into  two  five- 
month  semesters.  During  this  first  semester 
we  are  studying  mathematics,  mechnanics, 
job  termnology,  aircraft  drafting,  welding 
and  riveting,  and  processing  of  materials 
for  the  aircraft  industry.  We  go  to  school 
for  thirty  hours  a  week  and  have  ten  hours 
of  supervised  study.  I  like  the  work,  and 
Iowa  State  is  a  very  nice  place;  however, 
I  will  be  glad  when  the  ten  months  are 
over  and  I  can  settle  down  to  work  in  St. 
Louis. 

My  best  wishes  to  you  both  and  to  Gulf 
Park. 

Sincerely, 

BETTY  JO  BECK   (1941-42) 
Formerly  of  Miami,  Oklahoma 
522  Memorial  Union 
Ames,   Iowa 

NEW    ADDRESSES 
KATHERINE    BERRY    (1921-22),    Mrs.    J. 

P.  Scrimshire,  4607  Ravine  Drive,  Preston 
Hollow,  Dallas,  Texas. 

ROSE  TAYLOR  (1925-26)— Mrs.  Robert  L. 
Gwinn,  107  W.  Lexington  Avenue,  Danville, 
Kentucky. 

HELEN  YOUNG,  '28— Mrs.  Ohio  Knox, 
Camp  Stoneman  Exchange,  Pittsburg,  Cali- 
ornia. 

MARTHA  McKEE  (1926-27)— Mrs.  F.  M. 
Gentsch,  600  Shirley  Street,  Winthrop, 
Massachusetts. 

NELL  PLAIN   (1926-27)— Mrs.  William  J. 
DuBois,  205  Lecta,  Ft.  Smith,  Arkansas. 
BETTY   GRAYBILL    (1928-29)— Mrs.   Rob- 
ert   T.    Kirk,    5267    Mission    Woods    Road, 
Kansas  City,  Missouri. 

ELIZABETH     ELLIOTT      (1928-29)— Mrs. 
Maurice    Ladrice    Ladrie,    4040    Lippincott 
Boulevard,  RGD  8,  Flint,  Michigan. 
VIRGINIA     LEINS     (1929-30)— Mrs.     Arl 
McCarter,  R.  R.  1,  Gatlinburg,  Tennessee. 
MAXINE  MOODY  (1934-35)— Mrs.  Maxine 
Moody  Young,  Cushing,  Oklahoma. 
CATHERINE   FLOX    (1935-36)— Mrs.    Na- 
than Whalberg,   1609   N.  Prospect  Avenue, 
Milwaukee,    Wisconsin. 

DORIS    PADEN     (1935-36)— Mrs.     R.     G. 
Mosley,  2326  Dartmouth  Avenue,  Bessemer, 
Alabama. 
RUBY    GRAHAM    (1937-38)— Mrs.    C.    E. 


Gudgell,  21  N.  13th  Street,  Van  Buren, 
Arkansas. 

REBECCA  KNIGHT  (1936-38)— Mrs.  Hen- 
ry M.  Coley,  2003  Wilson,  Wichita  Falls, 
Texas. 

CAROLYN    HUNTER    (1940-41)— 309    W. 
75th  Street,  New  York,  N.  Y. 
MARTHA      CHAPMAN      (1941-42) —Mrs. 
Martha   C.   Ranson,   234   E.    Street,   Pasca- 
goula,    Mississippi. 

LOIS  ROBERTS  (1941-42)— 4860  Aldama 
Street,  Los  Angeles,  California. 

VISITORS 

Recent     visitors     to     Gulf     Park     include 
LOUCIDEL     THOMPSON     WALL    _(Mrs. 
Claude  Wall,  Jackson,  Mississippi),  Class  of 
'23,  and  her  son,  Woodson. 
JANE  BROOKS  (Mrs.  R.  K.  Milburn,  Man- 
gum,  Oklahoma),  Class  of  '37. 
PUDS  PRATT    (Mrs.   Robert  Hewett  Har- 
wood,  Jr.,  Bunkie,  Louisiana),  1937-40. 
MARGARET    REED    of    Picayune,    Missis- 
sippi, 1940-42. 

MARGARET     NASH      (Mrs.     Gaines     R. 
Stuart,  Decatur,  Alabama),  1938-39. 
ROSE    ANN    PEARSON    of    Fort    Worth, 
Texas    1941-42. 

BITSY    WHITE    (Mrs.    William    E.    Jones, 
Talledega,  Alabama),  1941-42. 
MARION     WILBERT     of     Donaldsonville, 
Louisiana,  1941-42. 
SARA  BOYD,  1941-42. 
VIRGINIA    THOMAS    of    Santa    Fe,    New 
Mexico,   Class   of   '42. 

At  Last! 

Yes,  at  last  summer  is  really  here,  with 
sun-tanning  on  the  roof,  sailing  from  the 
pier,  barbeques  on  the  beach,  and  all.  Be- 
tween worrying  about  Easter  hats  and 
spring  formals,  the  season  was  well-launch- 
ed, but  it  hit  full  stride  the  day  Mr.  Cooke 
set  aside  for  arranging  railroad  accom- 
modations home. 

Yes,  the  year  is  nearly  over.  We've  all 
made  friends  we  will  never  lose,  and  col- 
lected memories  we  will  always  treasure. 
Can  you  remember  'way  back  to  Rat  Week  ? 
"Fiddle  de  Phi  Air  Raid"  seemed  to  be  the 
only  words  anyone  knew.  Later  came  all 
the  commotion  and  fun  of  "White  Christ- 
mas" and  actually  going  home,  and  then 
the  thrill  of  seeing  every  one  again  and 
talking  over  vacation.  It  is  possible  that 
was  over  three  months  ago?  The  answer 
children,  is  "yes,"  and  now,  summer  is 
here,  bringing  with  it  that  mixed  heart- 
ache and  thrilling  joy  that  is  graduation. 
So,  members,  prepare  yourselves  to  enjoy 
like  mad  everything  in  sight.  If  gradua- 
tion catches  you  with  your  ambitions  only 
half  fulfilled,  don't  say  we  didn't  warn  you ! 
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SCHEDULE  OF  EVENTS 
(Incomplete) 

Friday,  April  16 "Letters  to  Lucerne" — Jet  Maskers  Club 

Saturday,  April  17 Delta  Chi  Dance 

Tuesday,  April  20-24 Art  Association    Exhibition 

Thursday,  April  22 Speech-Dance    Recital 

Inez  Hooge  and  Margaret  Selby 
Mary  Ada  Strickland  and  Delia  Parker 

Saturday,  April  24      Victory    Dance 

Sunday,  April  25 Easter  Sunrise  Service 

Wednesday,  May  5 Piano  Recital 

Inez  Hooge  and  Royce  Jeffrey 

Thursday,  May   13 Speech    Recital 

Darryl  Wilson  and  Mary  D.  Stewart 

Saturday,  May  22 Graduation   Prom 

Thursday,  May  27 May  Day  Program  and  Tea 

Friday,  May  28 

3   p.   m. — Campus   Party — Gulf   Park   Grandchildren 

3:45-5:15— Horse   Show 

6:15 — Banquet    Honoring    Graduating    Class 

Saturday,   May  29 

10:30  a.   m. — Class  Day  Exercises 
5:30   p.   m. — Torch   Bearer  Service 
6:00   p.   m. — Torch    Bearer   Dinner 

Sunday,  May  30 

1 1 :00  a.   m. — Baccalaureate  Service 
8:15   p.   m. — Graduation    Exercises 
10:00   p.   m. — Reception   Honoring   Graduates 


..J Til  Tammy 
Howls  Again 


